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43 Fiction 


THE HOMICIDE SCRIPT 


Pe Dee Raymond 


“It's really the best script of the whole series,” Jack Armold was 
stubbornly clinging to a fact that was demonstrably true. 


“I agree with that,” said Vic Berin, the Executive Producer for the 
whole ‘Homicide’ series. “But there’s no way we can get an actor to 
play the part of the female impersonator you've written in.” 


“How about an actress?” the series’ best writer-director was 
pushing the issue much further than Berin cared to discuss. 


Berin shook his head. “You ought to know it wouldn't work,” he 
scowled. “You wrote the script.” Amold nodded. Well, that was it, he 
thought. He had spent more time than usual on this script in his desire 
to have it just right, to be authentic, after all, it was an area of police 
work that was commonplace in every precinct he knew, but the 
media, of course, studiously avoided mention of it. 


Berin tried to cheer up the young writer. He didn't want a talent 
like this mad at him personally. “It’s really a great script, Jack. But you 
know how the people are above me.” He sighed. “They wouldn't 
accept such a plot unless there was some really well-known actress 
who would take the part.” 


Amold frowned. Berin’s neo-modern office with its violent black 
and white contrasts was beginning to depress him. “I'd have thought 
a young actor might be better,” he said. “It’s quite a juicy part.” 


“But they can't afford it,” said Berin quickly. “Typecasting happens 
so quickly in this business; so you can imagine being typecast as a 
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female impersonator?” He shuddered. “You'd never work again,” he 
said. 


“Oh, I can understand that,” said Arnold. “I just thought that . . 
well, there are some queer actors, aren't there? They wouldn't 
mind...” 


Berin was shaking his head vigorously. “They'd be the last ones to 
take such a part. Their agents don't dare to let any such notoriety be 
attached to their names. The tranvestite actors, and there are a few, 
would be the least likely to take a role like this. No.” He pushed the 
script over the pure white marble top of his desk. “You find a real 
name actor, a known he-man type, preferably with a string of girl 
friends, who'll do this part, and I'll let you shoot the script.” Amold 
raised an eyebrow. When Arnold wrote a script, Berin usually insisted 
that someone else direct it. He felt that the writer was too close to his 
material. Berin smiled with understanding. “I know,” he said. “But 
sometimes I break the rules, It's a privilege of my office.” 
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Curtis Fennel read the script three or four times before calling 
Pamela Wood, who looked after his investment at Dawson, Scheider 
and Wood. Her calm voice was as precise as he had expected. In 
both voice and manner, she reminded him very much of his grade 
school teacher, an iron-willed woman who always got what she 
wanted. “How are you, Curtis?” It actually sounded as if she wanted 
to know. Not that she didn’t know very well, thought Fennell darkly. 
She was well aware that he could hardly keep up with both alimony 
payments to two wives and with Joy Layne, threatening to cut off his 
other privileges if he didn’t marry her. 


“It's the Homicide script,” he said, ignoring her polite inquiry. “I've 
read it three times, but I haven't found the part in it for me yet.” 


“Oh,” her voice was quite calm. 

“So let me in on it,” he snapped. “Why'd you send it to me?” 

“Jack Arnold thought you'd be interested in it,” her voice was in- 
furiatingly assured. Likely she'd now taken off her horn-rimmed 


glassed and was straightening her short blonde-streaked hair. 


3 


JRANSVESTIA 


Amold. Ah, thought Fennell, I know him. A thin little guy who had 
directed one, or was it two, of the ‘Range War’ series of which Fennell 
had been the star. “Did he tell you the part he had in mind for me?” 
he drawled. 


“Yes, she said brightly. His temper rose at the silence which 
followed. She was in one of those stupid playful moods, he thought. 
When he got it together again, he’d have to have a good talk with 
Bob Dawson about Dawson taking over Fennell personally. She, 
however, tired of the game first and finally spoke. “He thought you 
might do the Rita Ronay part,” her voice was quite non-committal. 


“B-but that’s the impersonator,” he began, stunned by her words. “I 
can't play a part like that.” 


“Why not?” her voice spoke clearly into his ear. “They can do 
anything with makeup these days. It’s a very good part, and you're 
sure to be noticed if you do it.” 


He was furious, “Just what do you and this Amold think I am? 
There's nothing queer about me. I don’t need this kind of script.” He 
would have slammed the phone down but for her quick, urgent voice. 


“But you do, Curtis,” she said. “You do.” 


Fennell’s bearded face scowled, but the urgency of her remark 
stopped him. “What do you mean?” he asked brusquely, dreading 
what she was about to say. 


“If you don’t start pulling some money in fast, this year, the agency 
will be forced to drop you,” her voice was still light and pleasant. 


Cold beads of sweat came to his forehead. It was the message he 
had been dreading. He knew that he was slipping, they didn't have to 
tell him that, but he could still get work. Cowboy series were sure to 
come back. “Are you trying to blackmail me?” he said hoarsely. 


“Of course not, Curtis, darling,” he hated her when she was so 
sincere. “You probably don't even know that your bank will foreclose 
on your mortgage if you don’t work again soon. It’s been two years, 
you know, since you worked, and Louis Repp was pretty agitated 
about it when I saw him this morning.” — 
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“Those investments will pay off in the end,” he barked. “I can't 
help it if the Market keeps on going down, I'm just strapped for cash 
like everybody else.” 


Her voice was very calm. “If you do this part for Arnold, he’s 
promised to use you again on both ‘Homicide’ and also in a couple of 
slots on the half-hour comedy he writes for.” She paused. “He said 
he'd need a western-type actor for a new dramatic series he’s been 
asked to co-produce next year. Victor Berin’s already inked it in. It 
could be just the thing for you, a break in the typecasting you got 
yourself into. :.” 


“But it’s this part...” he began. 


‘I doubt very much if Arnold would consider you for anything else if 
you crossed him on this one.” Her voice had become very clipped. 
“He wants to do that script, but he has to make sure he uses someone 
like you for the part, or Berin won't approve it.” She sighed, “well, do 
you want it or don't you?” 


Curtis Fennell hesitated. Joy Layne walked out from the house in 
her String, causing him to catch his breath. “I-I don’t know,” he said. 


There was silence on the other end of the phone. “Why don’t you fly 
up, then?” she said. “T'll talk to Jack Arnold again. Maybe he won't 
want to do it after all. He was agreeable to that, almost thankful that 
such a decision was put off. But, in fact, even as she hung up, Pamela 
Wood was absolutely sure that Jack Arold would not want to give up 
on the script, and, though Fennell didn’t know it, he was Arnold's last 
chance. 
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Fennell’s financial plight was even more precarious than he had 
thought. With some fore sight, he had visited with Louis Repp before 
checking in with Pamela Wood. If Repp foreclosed on him now, 
Fennell would end up over a hundred grand in the hole. He left Repp 
with a gnawing in the pit of his stomach. A dying man grasps at 
straws, he thought, and my whole life is slipping down the drain. 
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Arnold proved to be very reasonable to talk to. “I know how you 
might have reservations about this part, Curt,” he didn’t notice 
Fennell wince at the shortening of his name. “But I think that this 
segment will be so good that you'll have nothing but offers after you 
do it.” He had smiled warmly, his round, pink face happy and 
enthused. “And, of course, I feel obligated to give you carte blanche 
for two more shows in the series, in episodes I’m slated to direct.” 


Fennel] had smiled sourly, the epitome of the sullen cowboy, his 
blue chin and long sideburns incongruous to the conversation they 
were having. “Of course you will, Jack," said Pamela lightly, her 
scrubbed unlined face shining in the artificial light of her office. 
“You've signed a contract, remember?” 


Arnold raised a hand in a gesture of agreement, “And, of course, I 
want our makeup man, Rudi Gref, to look you over before I can give 
you the Rita Ronay part.” He sounded so regretful that Fennell 
became suspicious. Surely he was putting him on. 
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Rudi Gref looked Curtis Fennell over as Arnold explained the basic 
plot of his show to him. Despite Fennell’s close scrutiny in return, Gref 
appeared in no way put out or amused by Arnold's request as to the 
best way to turn Curtis Fennell into Rita Ronay. Gref's thick, black 
hau, broken nose, and hairy arms made him the least likely makeup 
man Fennell had ever seen. His leathery face was wrinkled in a frown 
as he studied the cowboy’s unkempt appearance. He ignored the 
levis, boots and denim jacket that Fennell was wearing. “Sure,” he 
nodded. “I can do the makeup. I'll do the general coaching he needs 
too, if you like.” 


At that moment, Fennell realized that he was irrevocably 
committed to appear in a film dressed as a woman and not one which 
was a Caricature, either, but in one in which he was meant to deceive 
the viewer at first, and then to convince them that he actually could 
have lived and worked as a woman. Nervously, he scratched his 
stubbly chin. Gref was going on. “In the time we've got, I'm sure we 
can make him into a female—not feminine, of course—just enough to 
pass scrutiny. Fortunately, as a real ex-cowboy, he’s not very big, 
though he'll be a tall woman.” 
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“In what things do you have to coach him?” Amold was puzzled. 
“Our own choreographer, Eileen Sherples, will work out the night 
club routine with him.” 


“Oh, but there’s much more than that to being a woman,” Gref's 
face showed surprise. He concentrated, looking like a boxer about to 
start a fight. “Voice is very important. It doesn’t have to be overly 
high-pitched, but it does have to be consistent. And there are a lot of 
little things about moving, sitting, everyday things that'll only show 
up on the set when he doesn't know what to do instinctively.” He 
frowned even more. “Unless he’s coached, this show’ll be the longest 
to film in the history of television, because, from what you've told me, 
he'll be in front of the cameras almost the whole time.” 


Amold nodded. “All right,” he looked at his watch,” You stay with 
Rudi now, Curt, I'll pick you up for dinner later.” He headed for the 
door and then stopped. “Do what you can, Rudi,” he looked a little 
gloomy, “and we'll see it it's too much to expect Curt to fill out all the 
part.” He started to leave. “But I think I'd rather cut it out altogether 
then re-write the script.” 


“You gotta voice?” Rudi asked mockingly when they were alone. 
“Sure,” Fennell said angrily. 


Rudi waited and then lauged. “A man of few words, eh? Well, let's 
see what we can do about that.” He indicated a barber's chair at the 
end of the littered room. “I'll shave you now, and cut off your 
sideburns.” He overrode Fennell’s starting protest. “You must've 
known they‘d have to go when you accepted this part.” 


Speechless with anger and frustration, Fennell stumped to the chair 
and sat down. Within minutes, he had been shaved closer than he 
ever remembered, his bushy sideburns were gone, strips of white skin 
left down the sides of his face. He relaxed. The hot towels had felt 
good. The sudden pressure of Gref's thumb on his forehead caused his 
eyes to jerk open. The open razor was only inches from his eyes. He 
heard and felt the scrape of the blade across his eyebrows. “Hey,” he 
yelled. 


Gref stepped away and grunted. “Much too bushy,” he said, “now 
I've shaped them pretty well as you'll need them.” Fennel tried to 
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spin the chair back to the mirror but Gref's foot stopped him. “Don't 
worry. They're not too feminine. But the bushy ones would have given 
you away.” 


Gref reached for a small carton. “Now I've got some things for you 
to put on, so I want you to take off all your clothes.” Fennell nodded 
and stood up. He was able to glance back at the mirror. He scowled 
at his reflection. His eyebrows were very narrow and curved over his 
eyes. I can't go out like this, he thought wildly, it doesn’t look like me. 


He looked at his wiry, muscled body as he took off all his clothes, 
save for his underpants He was quite proud of the heavy black mat of 
hair on his chest, Gref seemed almost not to notice. “Them too," he 
said absently, pointing at Fennell’s shorts. 


For some reason, Fennell found his temper rising. Angrily he took 
them off, and stood naked, in between the chair and the mirror. 
“Good,” said Gref. “Now, obviously, the first thing we have to do is 
disguise your masculine parts. So this male g-string,” he took a pad 
with several cords attached from the carton he was holding. “will 
pack everything away until you need them again.” He was quite 
serious as he spoke. He handed the thing to Fennell, and supervised 
him putting it on. “Now the next thing is this,” he said, taking a long 
garment from the carton. It had arms and legs attached to a short 
body. 


“What is it?” asked Fennell, suspicious of the flesh-colored 
garment. 


“It's a body stocking,” said Gref. “It'll cover up every bit of that hair 
you have, and we can add the other female things on later. Put it 
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on. 


The stocking was quite heavy and it pulled tightly on Fennell's 
body. As he squirmed to pull it up over his buttock, he realized that 
the stocking was padded from the inside both about his buttock and 
about his chest. In place, the red-tipped mounds on his chest sagged 
a little and bounced embarrasingly as he moved. Clearly there was 
some kind of liquid inside them. He glanced toward the mirror. From 
a distance of just ten feet or less, he appeared to be standing there 
naked. He, Curtis Fennell, with a woman's breasts and external 
characteristics. 
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“Well,” Gref was intent. “Now we have to cover up some of the 
women’s equipment.” He went over to a cupboard, returning with a 
girdle, panties and a gauzy uplift bra. He put them onto the cowboy, 
tightening the girdle ferociously, pulling in the waist until Fennell 
had to cry out. He could hardly feel the other things because of the 
tightness of the body stocking. This wouldn't be so bad after all, he 
thought. 


“Most impersonators wear two pairs of stockings,” said Rudi, as he 
rolled a pair of nylons over Fennell’s legs, and then attached them to 
the garters of the waist cinch. This time Curtis could feel the disturbing 
pull of them on his thighs. What do I look like now, he thought, 
looking over his shoulder. The body was surprisingly feminine, as well 
as female, despite what Gref had said. He was surprised how the 
garters and stockings made his legs look so good. 


“O.K.," grunted the makeup man. “Sit back in the chair, while I fix 
your face!” As Fennell moved, he could feel the weight on his chest 
and the pull of the garter belt. He looked at Gref, but the makeup 
man didn't seem to notice anything. He was already pouring a liquid 
face powder onto his hands, prior to applying it to Fennell. 


It took well over half an hour before Gref was finally satisfied. 
“Well,” he said doubtfully. “I guess it'll have to do.” He touched 
Fennell’s hair. “You know I could set and backcomb this hair of yours 
so that you wouldn't have to wear a wig, it would be much cooler.” 


Fennell looked aghast. “Oh, all right,” sighed Gref. “I'll use a fairly 
short hair piece.” The wig fitted snugly like a tight hat on Fennell's 
head, but he could feel the soft pieces of hair on his neck, forehead 
and cheeks. Gref clipped earrings to his ears and a thick necklace 
over the center of his neck. Then he said, “Take a look, Rita.” 


At first, Fennell didn’t recognize the partly-dressed woman. Then it 
dawned on him. This woman looking about for the mirror was him! Her 
short, dark hair was complemented by her expert makeup, dark red 
lips, thick black lashes and soft, smooth skin. It can't be me, he 
thought, my skin's rougher than that. 


Gref was holding a woman's slip and a cocktail dress in his arms. 
“This dress has a veil over the back and shoulders, that will cover the 


body stocking. You'll look good in it.” Rudi was right. The dark green 


10 


RANSVESTIA 


folds of the dress, falling from the pinched in waist, did make Curtis 
look good, but the feel of the slip restricting his movement as well as 
rustling as he moved, was very upsetting to him. “Sit down,” said 
Gref. The dress made a harsh scraping sound as Curtis sat in the 
barber's chair. Gref bent down and took one of Fennell’s feet. The 
green, open-toed, high-heeled shoes were tight but they titted. “Now 
try and walk,” said Gref with a grin. 


Fennell stood up and tottered foreward, as his ankles unexpectedly 
gave way. Gref burst out laughing. “What's so funny?” growled 
Fennell. 


“You not only walk like a cowboy,” chuckled Gref, “you sound like 
one. Look," he put out an arm to help Fennell gain his balance. “Take 
shorter steps, and swing your hips just a little.” Fennell tried and 
swayed alarmingly again. “Not too much,” Gref tried to be serious, 
but the humor was still there. “Don't overdo the sway. And look up. 
You'll never get your balance, looking down.” 


Just as Fennell set off on another trial walk, there was a knock on 
the door of the trailer. Jack Arnold breezed in, followed by a svelte 
young, blonde-haired woman. “Oh, I'm sorry, Rudi,” Amold stopped 
and half-tumed. “I thought you'd be working on Curtis Fennell now. I 
didn't realize you'd have other work. I just wanted him to meet Eileen 
Sharples.” He had stepped back to the door, when Rudi’s short cough 
stopped him. 


He looked back at Rudi’s grin, splitting his face from ear to ear. For 
a moment, Arnold was perplexed, his brows drawn together, but his 
face brightened in astonishment as he realized who the other woman 
in the room was. Curtis Fennell could feel his face flushing with 
embarassment as Amold looked at him excitedly. He looked about 
wildly for somewhere to run to. There was a faint smile of amusement 
on Eileen Sharples’ bored face. “Is this your great cowboy star, Jack?” 
she asked silkily. 


“Curt, Curt,” there was excitement in Arnold's voice. “You're just 
perfect for the part. I wanted you to meet Eileen Sharples, who's 
going to choreograph the night club scenes. Perhaps you can even 
get together today.” 
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“Whoa, there, Jack,” Gref’s rough voice cut in. “This girl can hardly 
walk in her heels yet, let alone dance. I'd thought we could take her 
over and put her under the lights. I think that would be enough for 
today. And it should be interesting,” he added enigmatically. 


The stage was just a short walk from Gref's trailer, but it was one 
that Curtis Fennell would likely remember for the rest of his life. As 
he stepped from the trailer, the narrow yard seemed to be full of 
camera and sound crew personnel, many of whom he had worked 
with on ‘Range War’. Amold, Gref, and Sharples were greeted on all 
sides and one or two penetrating glances were cast Curtis’ way, but 
there were no smiles or anything remotely resembling recognition in 
the faces he knew. 


“What did I tell you,” whispered Gref, holding his arm as if he were 
really a woman. “No one thinks you're anything but female.” Fennell 
felt sticky all over with perspiration when they finally got into the 
large studio. The set was prepared for the standard squad room 
scenes in ‘Homicide’. 


Arnold disappeared briefly to turn on the heavy, hot stage lights 
and Gref led Fennell forward to a chair under the hottest of the lights. 
Eileen Sharples smiled cynically as Gref tried to coach Curtis to 
smooth down his dress in a feminine manner and to cross his legs 
without revealing too much thigh. 


Fennell was unable to make much of Gref's instructions, so upset 
was he by the walk across the crowded yard, the amused woman 
watching him, and the strange feeling the clothes were giving him. 
The movement of the fake breasts was particularly disturbing, 
because it made him feel like a woman, and the pain in his groin was 
almost unbearable. The heat from the lights poured down on him as 
Gref and Arnold conversed in a quiet corner. Slowly an itch began 
to spread all over Fennell’s body. As he shifted slightly to adjust the 
itch, he could feel the body stocking rubbing and pulling every hair 
on his body. And the wig was so hot! His head was throbbing and 
almost on fire. 


“Well, honey!” Eileen tripped forward lightly onto the set. “Shall we 
run through a few bumps together?” 


With the itching, the aches, and the general discomfort he felt, 
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Fennell longed to lash out at the supercilious smile, just as he had at 
Corinne when his first wife had tried to pull that stuff. 


“Hold on, Eileen,” Arnold's voice was very sharp. “It’s very easy for 
you to make silly jokes at Curt’s expense, but I won't have it.” He had 
also advanced under the lights. “We need Curt at the moment more 
then he needs us, and I don’t want him walking out after any smart 
remarks by you.” He glared at Eileen, who looked surprised but just 
shrugged her slim shoulders at him. “Phew,” Arnold suddenly turned 
and looked up at the lights. “Are these lights ever hot!” 


“Yes, how do you feel, Mr. Fennell?” asked Rudi, who was watching 
Curtis very closely. 


“I-I'm dying,” croaked the cowboy, the itch have changed to 
buming pins and needles. “I've gotta get ouf of here.” As he stood up 
and wobbled out from under the lights, he heard Eileen Sharples cry 
of amused laughter. © 


“Well,” she giggled defensively at Amold. “She talks and walks like 
aman. It’sso...so ...” 


“Stupid,” growled Fennell] furiously. 


“No,” she shook her lovely head. “Disappointing,” a slight smile 
flickered yet at her mouth while her eyes glinted. 
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“It's the body stocking,” said Gref, as Curtis Fennell, minus every 
feminine trapping was relaxing luxuriously in a warm bath in Gref's 
trailer. “I was afraid it would have that effect under the lights. I think 
it's pretty obvious that Mr. Fennell can’t wear it for the shooting. He 
won't be able to stand it.” 


“So why did you put it on him?” Arnold's moon-like expression 
showed the first traces of irritation Fennell had yet seen. He had 
accompanied them back but Eileen Sharples had gone off on another 
errand. 


“To get him into women’s clothing,” said Gref calmly, as Fennell 
felt a tingling feeling, despite the bathwater. “It's very hard for a 
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normal man to get dressed up as a woman. The body stocking doesn’t 
let the feeling of the clothes through properly, and it allows the job to 
be finished.” He paused. “I bet Mr. Fennell wouldn't be this far along 
if it weren't for it.” 


“So what do we do now?” Arnold, like Gref, ignored the actor in the 
bath. 


“I'd like to persuade him to shave off all his body hair.” Fennell felt 
sick at Gref's words. “He’s got good enough legs to stand up by them- 
selves, and the rest we can pad or pull on. But it's a whole new 
experience.” 


Amold looked anxiously at the man in the bath. “Well, Curt, he said 
nervously. “It looks like our only bet. I'm afraid we're going to have to 
try it.” ; 


We, thought Fennell. He looked suspiciously at the writer. He'd 
never heard any gossip about Jack Arnold. He had a wife and lots of 
kids out in Long Beach somewhere, as far was Fennell could recall. “I 
don't know," he said cautiously. 


“Maybe Pamela Wood should talk to you again,” Arnold began, but 
Fennell held up a weary hand. 


“You don’t have to bother,” he said harshly. “I’ve heard that 
recording before.” Arnold looked distinctly surprised. “I guess it'll 
only be for a few weeks, though I don’t know how I'll explain it to 
Joy.” 


Amold hummed and bit at his lower lip. ‘Hmmm .. . yes,” he 
muttered. “Well, you work on it with Rudi, and perhaps you can fit in 
a few sessions with Eileen, meanwhile, I'll tell you that I'm not going 
to give the script to the crew on this one. I'll tell them it’s still being 
revised as we're shooting. To avoid the snide remarks, I think you 
might find it better if you don't let the crew know you're a man, least 
of all Curtis Fennell.” His face had a kindly and sympathetic expres- 
sion that Curtis hoped was genuine, but Rudi Gref was shocked. 


“You can't hope to deceive the crew,” he said sharply. “Besides, it 
isn't done.” 
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Amold's eyes twinkled. “But I was told I couldn't do this script 
without Fennell, or even at all. I intend to shock ‘em all when I bring 
this one in. I'll even shoot the last scenes as well as your revealing 
scenes, Curt, myself. That way, no one on the set will know.” His voice 
was serious. “It'll save everyone a lot of embarassment, the crew in 
particular, in the long run.” 


«wv kt e# & & & & 


Had Curtis Fennell actually known how he would feel dressed in 
women's clothing without the body stocking, he would probably 
never have given in so easily to Rudi Gref's suggestion. The soft, silky 
touch of the slip on his thighs was excruciatingly feminine, or at least, 
as feminine an experience as Curtis Fennell had ever experienced 
or believed possible. The panty hose hugged his shaved legs gently, 
producing cool, light sensations along his legs as the slip and skirt 
brushed against him. The soft bra with liquid inserts gave his torso a 
rounded female appearance without any of the itching that had 
plagued him before. At Gref’s nagging insistance, Fennell had 
allowed him to curl and set the front of his hair so that the short 
wiglet fitted to the back of his head, left him again feeling cool 
though a little uncomfortable. He was able to now look at the woman 
opposite him in the mirror without feelings of embarassment. Guilty 
sensations gnawed at him for taking part in such a charade, however, 
and a tiny voice jeered at him for the sense of enjoyment he was 
getting out of the whole proceeding. Don’t start to enjoy it, he told 
himself in panic; while another voice sneered at his timidity. If it's 
fun, do it, said this part of him. Enjoy life to its fullest, it said, no 
matter how bizarre the situation. The dark haired woman, her hair 
pulled back behind her ears and into a mass of curls which hung 
down her neck, smiled back at him from Rudi’s mirror. The taste and 
feeling of lipstick on his lips and the heavy, sticky eyelashes enriched 
the strangeness of the present situation. While Rudi was out, he stood 
in front of the mirror, admiring the teased curls across the forehead 
and the long, thin earrings pressing so tightly on his earlobes. He 
glanced around guiltily. There was no one there, of course, and so he 
tried a few poses and a few smiles into the mirror. Hmmmm, if he 
really were a woman, Curtis Fennell would have been happy to spent 
the night with such an attractive ‘girl’—not a really beautiful woman 
—but female definitely, well-groomed and attractive. 
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Rudi had been out almost all morning, leaving Curtis with a tape 
recorder and voice exercises to practice while he moved around the 
trailer in his purple, silk dress and heels, Just as Curtis posed, his 
chest thrust forward, hands on his hips, legs wide apart, his mouth 
pursed, Eileen Sharples came in without knocking. 


“My,” she said mockingly. “Aren't you the pretty one this morning?” 


Flustered, Curtis didn’t know what to do with his hands. He stood 
there awkwardly, not knowing what to say. Eileen was eyeing him up 
and down. She noticed his shaved legs immediately and gave him 
that crooked smile of hers again. Curtis could have died with shame. 
What could he say or do that would make things appear more 
normal? Tears of rage and frustration came to his eyes. 


“Now don't cry, darling,” Eileen’s tone was teasing. “You'll spoil 
your lovely makeup. I want you to try on your costume this morning, 
darling. We've a lot of work to do together,” her voice had become very 
serious, and had begun to search through Rudi’s wardrobe. She even- 
tually found a bright blue costume, a short silvery fringe in place of a 
skirt, silvery trimmings about the neck, with a dark veil over the 
bosom to the neck. 


“Leave on your panty hose for now,” said Eileen. “I'll get you some 
dark opera hose later.” She handed Curtis the costume and pushed 
him off into the trailer’s bathroom. While Curtis struggled to put it on, 
it was very tight, he heard Rudi come in and exchange angry words 
with Eileen. At last Curtis got it on. The fringe touched only the very 
top of his legs, leaving them long and uncovered. He couldn't fasten 
the back zip, though he was able to adjust his bra and pull the 
costume under his arms, leaving his arms bare. He walked back out 
into the trailer, taking short steps as much as possible. 


Rudi looked fiercely at the girl who came out of the bathroom. At 
least she hadn't entirely spoiled her hair and makeup, he thought 
grumpily. He was surprised how slim and shapely her legs were. 
Men's legs were usually terrible in panty hose, so knotted and thick 
with muscles. Curtis looked uncertainly from one to the other. Eileen 
was still smiling with bored amusement while Rudi’'s expression was 
fierce. 


“Oh, good,” said Eileen, looking mischievously at Rudi. “She looks 
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so feminine between her legs. She can wear that or maybe even 
something briefer and showier.” 


“No,” said Rudi, seeing the stricken look on Fennell’s face. “We'll 
give her a dress over that. I think she needs it.” 


Fennell wanted to ask them to stop using the feminine gender in 
referring to him, but knowing the ludicrous sounds that now came 
from his mouth, he hesitated. “Put a long, blonde fall on her, Rudi,” 
said Eileen. “I don’t really like the bangs on the brown wig.” 


Curtis and Rudi exchanged looks and Eileen suddenly burst out in 
a peel of laughter. “It’s her own hair,” she giggled, her slim, 
manicured hand over her mouth and chin as if to stop herself. Stung, 
Curtis stepped back, almost spiking himself with one of his high 
heels. 


“All right,” Rudi hadn't noticed Curtis’ reaction. Gref was obviously 
weary of arguing with Eileen. “Let's try everything. You can spend 
the morning dressing her up any way you want.” 
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Shooting had started a week after Fennell had first worn women’s 
clothes, and he had worm no men’s clothing since. Arnold had 
informed the cast that Gloria Sand had a bad case of laryngitis and 
that she would mainly mime the part of Rita Ronay, dubbing the 
voice later. Within minutes on the set, Alex Barker, one of ‘Homicide’s 
two co-stars had made a pass at Gloria. He then proceeded to keep 
up a bantering repartee, with many sexual undertones, over the next 
two weeks, in which the episode was shot. Gloria was understandably 
nervous while the film was being shot, having to redo several scenes 
because of her gaffes, largely caused by Alex's presence, according 
to the director. The night-club scene, in skimpy costume and long, 
blonde hair, was applauded even by the camera crew and by Eileen 
Sharples, who received many well-deserved accolades for her hard 
work in producing such a fine exotic dancer from such raw material 
as the inexperienced actress. 


When the final scene was completed, it was with some regret that 
Fennell now put away all the clothes he had worn, and took out his 
old levis. It felt very strange not to have lipstick on nor to feel nylon 
on his legs, nor to have a movement in his chest as he walked. His 
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own clothes were unbelievably rough and ill-fitting. He seemd to 
have lost a couple of inches around his waist after wearing the waist- 
cinch for so long. He rather missed the tugging of earrings he had 
worn constantly as well as the feel of soft hair at his neck and 
shoulders. 


Pamela Wood was waiting for him in her office as he went straight 
there after re-dressing as a man. She smiled at him as he arrived. He 
scowled. Rudi had plucked away even more at his eyebrows so that 
they were now noticeably feminine, but at least they'd grown again, 
as would his sideburns. He just hoped Joy would understand. Pamela 
slid an envelope across to him. “On account,” her smooth face smiled 
ingenuously. “Jack Arnold was delighted with your work. He's had 
Eileen Sharples dub in a voice over your body, he tells me. He and 
Berin were meeting over the screening date when he called me a 
couple of hours ago.” 


Fennell nodded. Suddenly he was quite tired and fed up with the 
whole business. He wasn’t sure that he had enjoyed it, but the 
vicarious experience of living and being treated as a woman was 
going to be unforgettable, and who knew what kind of influence it 


would have on the rest of his life. “Thanks,” he said wearily, as he 
slitted open the envelope. The pay was excellent. 


“Er... 1 don't really know how to say this,” Pamela Wood's smooth 
forehead creased in a frown. 


“What?” Fennell growled, standing rudely to leave. All he wanted 
now was to get back to Joy and take her again in every way he could. 


“I... er... I've got three offers here for you,” Pamela Wood had 
taken out a manila folder. “All of them excellent parts and the 
money's first rate.” 


Fennell sat down quickly, his tiredness flowing away. “Well,” he 
said, eagerly. “Tell me more.” 


@ 

Pamela fidgeted uncharacteristically with the folder. Her polished 
nails matched Curtis’ across the desk from her, both in shape and 
size, as well as coloring, Fennell hadn't noticed at all that he was still 
wearing his silver nail polish. “Jack Arnold must have shown the 
rushes of your episode on ‘Homicide’ to other directors, or, at least, 
they were shown to others,” she said slowly, eyeing his hands with 
fascination. 
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Fennell’s mouth slackened. “You mean...” his voice was shocked. 


“Yes,” sighed Pamela Wood. “They all want Gloria Sand for their 
shows, look,” she stared at him directly in the eye, “I know how you 
were forced into this, and how you must have hated it, a man like you, 
but .. . well, you know, if you could... er...” she paused and then 
went on with a rush. “You could earn really good money as Gloria 
Sand, far more than as Curtis Fennell.” 


Fennell's white, strained face gave her an answer. “And what 
happens when Arnold screens his episode and they see me stripping 
off Rita to become Curtis Fennell. What will happen to your offers 
then?” 


Pamela Wood's face showed consternation. Lost in the sudden offers 
she had received, she had not considered the certain demise of 
‘Gloria Sand’ after the screening of the ‘Homicide’ episode involving 
Fennell. 


Fennell looked at her scornfully. Shaking his head, as he stood up, 
he might have left this time, if, his hand on the door handle, it hadn't 
suddenly turned in his hand and pressed in toward him. Jack Arnold's 
bitter, savage, round face pushed into Pamela's office. “Don't go, 
Curt,” he snapped. “I'm afraid I've some bad news.” 


“What?” Pamela Wood stood up, looking troubled. 


Fennell stood still and alert by the door. Arnold nodded at him. 
“They're not going to screen the Rita Ronay story after all. Not, at 
least, in the way we shot it.” 


“What's happened?” asked Pamela. Still Fennell could say nothing 
there was a churning inside him, composed equally of relief and 
regret. 


“Berin reneged on me,” said Amold bitterly. “Besides which, you 
did too good a job, Curt.’ He sat down heavily in the chair vacated 
by Fennell, and swivelled it around so that he could look easily from 
the standing agent to her. client. “Neither Berin nor his bosses will 
believe that the part of Rita Ronay, particularly that fantastic dance,” 
Pamela's eyes opened as she stared at Fennell’s expressionless face, 
“were done by a man, least of all by Curtis Fennell, the western actor. 
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Berin thinks I’m trying to pull a fast one on him, using an actress 
called ‘Gloria Sand’, who has a slight resemblance to Curt, to do the 
female impersonator part, while I slipped you, Curt, in just for the last 
unmasking scene. Alex Barker already told him what a great lay 
Gloria is, and of course, the crew thinks Gloria was a real woman. 
Now Berin actually believes Barker and the crew.” He eyed the 
astonished look on their faces. ‘Now you know what kind of a creep 
Barker really is. If I tried to prove Gloria was really Curt, it'd hurt 
Alex bad, particularly since it's in the gossip columns for the week- 
end. It's Alex's way of laying siege to a woman.” Arnold’s tone con- 
tinued in the same bitter vein. “Sooner or later, the woman's supposed 
to shrug and give in, and if she doesn't, Alex's reputation just keeps 
on growing any way.” He sighed. “If I hurt Alex at all, you can bet I'd 
be out on my ear, too, from the network. Sorry Curt, I just can’t do 
anything to set the record straight. And you acted so well, you deserve 
an Emmy for what you did.” 


“So this check is worthless,” Fennell had at last found his voice. 


Amold shook his head. “No, it's okay, so long as it’s made out to 
Gloria Sand. You see,” his face became even more bleak, “the Rita 
Ronay segment will be screened if I cut off the unmasking scene and 
put in a new ending, likely a tender goodbye scene with Alex Barker, 
as Berin suggested.” He shook his head. “It’s the cost, you see. I feel I 
have to go along now that we've spent so much money. But I won't 
force you to come back to the set, Curt. If you don’t want to go 
through with it, Ill figure out another ending.” 


Fennell was already shaking his head to indicate that he wouldn't 
be back when Pamela Wood spoke up, excitement in her voice. “And 


you could these other offers after all. She opened the folder, and 
stared at the scripts within. 


“What's that?” Amold was puzzled. As Pamela told him of the offers 
of parts for Gloria Sand, his moon-like face became flushed with 
anger. 


“It's Barker,’ he said harshly. “Those are his friends. He's trying to 
set Gloria up.” He stopped abruptly and sat up in the chair. “And 
why don’t you take him on, Curt? After a while, I'll show him who his 
latest girl friend really is. He won't be able to expose you at all. He'll 
be too involved. And you'll be set up for good. Oh,” he stopped the 
flow of words and his animation faded. 
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“What is it?” asked Pamela Wood. 


Arnold looked helplessly from one to the other. “Curt would have to 
become Gloria again for a while. And he'd have to develop a proper 
voice. Eileen can't dub normal conversation.” 


Pamela looked expectantly at Fennell. “Well, Curtis, what do you 
say? It's a lot of money. More then you need to protect your invest- 
ments!” 


Curtis Fennell opened the door and backed slowly out. “I'm going 
home to Joy,” he said tightly. His chest was terribly constricted and it 
was getting harder for him to breathe. He almost ran out the door and 
away down the hallway. 


“Oh,” there was disappointment in Pamela's sigh. “I guess we'll be 
foreclosing on him soon, anyway.” 


“No,” Pamela was surprised at the shrewd look on Jack Arnold's 
face. “Just keep calling him. Tell him I'm going to set up some feature 
movie roles just for Gloria Sand, until she’s big enough to have Alex 
Barker do any kind of trick she fancies.” He smiled grimly at Pamela. 
“I don't think we've seen the last of Gloria Sand.” 


eZ 


The Amritsar was crowded as usual for lunch but the management 
was always able to find room for successful actresses like Gloria Sand 
and her friends. Gloria looked spectacular that day, smiling prettily 
about her and flirting outrageously with the maitre d’ as well as with 
Alex Barker, her sullen and unsmiling beau these days. Her long, 
blonde-streaked hair fell naturally over her bare shoulders to her 
black lace mini-dress. As always, her ‘million-dollar’ silk-clad legs 
were gorgeous and eyed by every man in the room to the amusement 
of her agent and director, who accompanied her. Gloria seemed to 
share a very private joke with them. One which brought constant 
smiles to their faces. Today she wore a low-cut mini which showed off 
her fine breasts and cleavage as well as her slender waist. 


“Come on, Alex,” she teased in her low, husky voice. “You have to 
keep your strength up. I hear you have another girl friend now.” She 
stressed the word ‘girl’ every so slightly. 
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Alex Barker's dark, handsome face scowled at the blonde woman 
who rested her hand on his and seductively rubbed a gorgeous leg 
against his. Her green painted eyes twinkled at his discomfort. Thank 
god, she wasn’t queer anyway, he thought, trying to smile easily back 
at the soft, pink lips. He looked, at every girl so carefully now. He still 
wasn't exactly really over the shock of discovering that the firl for 
whom he'd really taken a fall, and even proposed to, was really in 
truth a man. He glowered at Jack Arnold. He was the true cause of it 
all. Arnold's leaving ‘Homicide’, too, had quickly brought the series to 
an artistic collapse, and Barker had not worked since. Gloria was 
playing with him now, playing him along. Amold had told him that it 
was strictly up to her whether Barker got a part in her next picture or 
not, with a script written by Jack Arnold, and the most exciting 
prospect in town for at least two years. 


“Sure, Gloria,” he said amiably, squeezing her slim hand so that the 
gossip writers could see. He was well aware of what the next columns 


would say, particularly as he was a weekend guest at Gloria Sand's 
new home in the valley. 


“Such a beautiful couple,” murmured Jack Arnold, ice in his voice. 
The whole Gloria Sand business had toughened him up in such a way 
as to give his writing an edge that leant his scripts classic propor- 
tions. 


Alex choked on a bite of his steak, and Gloria leaned over to 
comfort him. The rest of the meal was strictly for the newspaper 
people. When they left, a happy group, a more enthusiastic Alex 
Barker entered the spirit of the occasion by holding Gloria tightly 
about her waist and giving her a light kiss for the photographers. 


Later, that evening, Gloria tiptoed into her bedroom, her see- 
through nightdress revealing the fullness of her beautiful breasts, her 
bikini panties revealing a strange bulge between her legs. She 
slipped into bed and was roughly seized and pulled toward the figure 
already under the cover. Gloria’s hair fell about them as she rolled on 
to and the figure began to caress and nibble at her breasts. 


“Where have you been?” said a cross voice. “I've been waiting ages 
for you.” 
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“Sorry,” breathed Gloria, beginning caresses of her own. “I just 
couldn't get away. Alex decided to be very attentive to me for a 
change. He seemed to relax and accept me tonight for what I am. We 
actually had a really good time at the club. He dances very well.” 


“It wasn’t like Joy then,” asked the voice. 


“No,” Gloria's slim body shivered and she laid her head on her 
partner's chest, moving her long hair slowly about, causing the other 
to moan and shiver too. “I've never been through such a bad scene 
like that before or since.” Just the thought of Joy Layne’s expression 
and contemptuous words caused Gloria to flush and quiver with guilt 
and shame. 


Eileen Sharples seemed to sense just what Gloria was feeling. “Oh, 
don’t darling,” she said, clinging tightly to her husband. “I wish I'd 
never brought up that witch's name. Please forgive me.” 


But Gloria Sand had already slipped off her bikini briefs and, 
without words being exchanged, Eileen was quite well aware that she 
had been forgiven. 


“Yes, the Tri-Sigma 
Chapter meets here 
every Saturday.” 
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THE BEAUTIFUL EXPERIENCE OF 
BEING A FEMMIPHILE 


(| Maxine CA-124-0 


Already in my kindergarten age, I had begun to develop a great 
admiration for the physically opposite sex, the adult female. Since my 
father as a businessman was quite frequently away on trips, I had a 
very close relationship with my mother. She was not only a very 
charming and sunshine-giving person, but also a very attractive, very 
beautiful and always a very tastefully dressed lady. Naturally she had 
many friends of her kind and quite often, some of them came over to 
our home for a party of just a “kaffeklatsch.” At such occasions I had 
many chances to sit close to them, admiring their beauty, their nice 
wardrobes and their fancy jewelry. The gracefulness of these ladies 
awakened in me a deep, inner glowing desire, to become one of them, 
once I] had grown up. I was fully aware of being a boy, because at 
that age in Europe we boys and girls used to bathe nude together. I 
played with technical toys just like my boy friends, which eventually 
became my life-time career. 


This compulsive desire to live on the “other side” was growing 
deeper and deeper in me and at the age of eight, I was fully aware of 
Max and Maxine! Once alone at home, I did break the ice and tried 
on a pair of my mother's lovely panties. Oh, they felt so charming and 
nice on my skin and made me emotionally feel like a girl. My mind 
was made up quickly, to wear these cuties from then on all the time 
and I started to secretly exchange my mothers for my “own,” I was 
very proud and happy and it was so beautiful, even if just for myself, 
to express part of Maxine. Soon I found out in the school, that I was 
not the only boy in our class who wore girlish things and we talked 
quite openly about each others secret. My girl friends were just as 
understanding for my desire and found it rather cute! Naturally, to be 
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in the fortunate position of sharing my deep inner feelings with the 
sex I wanted to be, was a heavenly blessing for me! 


At the age of thirteen, Maxine wanted to explore more and at this 
time, I was just about the same size as my mother. Again being alone 
at home, I took the opportunity to put on one of her girdles with a pair 
of coffee colored silk stockings. Oh, what a heavenly blessing, they 
felt so nice, smooth and comfortable while they gave my legs a 
beautiful shapely look. I found out quickly, why the ladies are so 
proud and delighted to wear them! Mom's bra also fitted quite well 
and a pair of my socks filled up the cups. A pair of cute silk panties 
and a slip gave the finishing touch. Oh, was I happy and delighted, 
because everything fitted so nicely and felt so good. Going through 
mom's wardrobe, I selected a light gray knee length skirt and a short 
sleeve white blouse. Both of them fitted perfectly. In her high heel 
shoes, I walked a bit shakily for a few steps on our bedroom carpet, 
but felt at home in them fairly soon. This was followed by the final 
finishing touch, a short brunette wig, some jewelry, and of course, 
perfumed lip stick. 


When I glanced in our full size mirror, I sure could not trust my own 
eyes, because what I faced was a young,charming “Fraulein.” The 
sight of Maxine filled me to the fullest extent with an inner warmth 
and happiness! Now I had become what I had dreamed of and hoped 
for, for such a long time. Now I could express the “other side” and be 
a girl. I felt not only inside emotionally like a girl, but I was also one 
physically outside. My shapely look in the blouse did not give the 
slightest indication, that there were only woolen falsies underneath. 
The skirt made a very elegant impression and looked good on me. 
The skirt fitted so comfortable and its gentle touch on my legs was a 
very joyful experience. With the same charm and gracefulness, just 
the way I had picked it up from the ladies, I walked around in the 
house, sat down and got up and just lived in a wonderful dream 
world, such as I had never enjoyed before! I was so tempted, to go 
right out on the street and just simply share with everybody my new 
very happy discovery of being a girl. 


Naturally, I did not have quite the guts for such a move and time 
was already running short, because I expected my mom back any 
minute. Unfortunately for me, I was faced with the fact, that I was 
forced to very carefully return my very dearly adopted clothes to 
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their original owner. But I was sure, to wear them again, as soon as 
the next opportunity arose. The stockings, girdle and panties, I kept 
on, because I sure wanted to wear them a bit longer and simply 
camouflaged them with my boyish clothes. I went for a short walk and 
again in my fantasy, I went through a beautiful and pleasant experi- 
ence. Very, very carefully, the following day, I washed my mom's 
delicate items and returned them to her wardrobe. 


From that time on, I had a great desire to wear stockings and 
garters, whenever a chance permitted it. But I did not want to wear 
my mom’s stockings, because the chance was too great, that I might 
damage them. 


I was quite a bit embarrassed, when the middle age sales lady in 
the lingerie store on the main boulevard in my home town displayed 
to me a large selection of light girdles and fancy garter belts. They 
where all pretty and with a somewhat reddish face, I finally made up 
my mind for one with fancy garters. The sales lady obviously detected 
my nervousness at being a buyer of such intimate girlish items and 
comforted me with a big smile. Once she had packed the girdle and 
the stockings, I felt relieved and left very happy with my newly 
acquired treasures. 


Once a really funny thing happened to me and of course it was 
absolutely unexpected. In our neighborhood were a few “Tomboys” of 
a similar age as myself. They specialized in attacking individual boys 
in some safe area. So it happened that I became one of their victims. 
It wasn't the attack that I minded, but I was very embarrassed when 
they discovered me wearing stockings, garters and fancy panties. I 
expected laughter on their side, but luckily, the girls just wanted to 
look and were a bit surprised that a boy was wearing this sort of 
thing. They noticed my girlfriend's name on my panties and asked me 
why. I told them that I enjoyed doing this very much and sharing it 
with my girlfriend Irma. They said why not, if that is what you wanted 
to do and they found it rather cute that boys are wearing girlish 
things too. With a smile, these tomboys left me and not a single word 
was every spoken about it afterwards. 


So whenever I had a chance, I was living happily as Maxine in 
mom's wardrobe at home. One time, I was fully dressed and com- 
pletely carried away in the beautiful sound of modern dance music 
and moving around in its rhythm in my own dream world in our living 
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room. The music tone was rather loud and I had given no attention to 
whatever went on around me. Suddenly, absolutely unexpected, the 
living room door opened and guess who walked in, almost paralyzed 
and with a wide-open mouth? My dear mother! She could not trust 
her own eyes and just stood there. Naturally, I was very embarrassed, 
was shaking nervously and felt the heat in my suddenly red face. I 
could not say a single word, but in my mind, I already saw all hell 
breaking loose. To my great luck, mother, who was a very under- 
standing and open-minded lady, asked me very politely to change 
back to my own clothes and not to do this again. Very likely, she did 
not have any idea of the real nature of my cross-dressing and just 
accepted it as a boyish joke! She did not question me any further in 
regard to this incident and of course I was glad, to get away that 
easy. But inside me, I felt very guilty about it, because usually I do 
share everything with my mom. Why not this, which was so impor- 
tant to me, but I just could not find the courage to talk about it to her, 
because she might not understand and then everything would be 
shattered. 


But proudly as ever, Maxine stayed alive with every chance I got, 
but my guilt feelings remained, though in a lessening degree. From 
time to time, based on certain remarks mom made to me regarding 
her wardrobe, I honestly started to believe, that she was fully aware 
of my secret life. My activity might be very strange to her, but since I 
was still a boy, she let me do my own thing. 


Once, during WWII, at my German military base, I was discussing 
TV in general with one of our military doctors. With a smile on his 
face, this doctor told me that quite a few males in the service wore 
ladies underwear undemeath their uniforms. Questioning him if that 
was permissable, he said legally, of course not, but he stressed the 
fact, that individuals who practive it, did so for various emotional 
reasons, so naturally it was acceptable, if it was a lift to their morale. 
I was very happy with this very understanding statement, but 
personally I never took advantage of it. 


I lost both of my parents, because of poor health, within a few 
months of each other, shortly after WWII. In a rather depressed mood 
and despite the very happy relationship I had at that time with my 
girl friend Kathe, my other side, Maxine wanted to live again. Since a 
single girl out at night on the street is perfectly safe in most European 
countries, it was no problem for Maxine, to go out by herself. So, I 
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went out at every opportunity for my long evening walks along the 
beautiful lake side of Zurich or its busy city boulevards, where I also 
had plenty of chances for window shopping. Oh, I felt so fabulous and 
sure of myself. I was so beautiful when I walked with my swinging purse 
hanging on my shoulder with the graceful steps of a young charming 
“Fraulein.” Into my dream world, a world of complete fulfillment for 
me! Of course, on these adventures, I did not go unnoticed and quite 
frequently, I became aware of attraction of some male pedestrians. (If 
they just knew!) 


By then, I had collected a very nice wardrobe of my own, consisting 
of several colorful knee high skirts, blouses and a beautiful light coat. 
I do prefer high heels or sandals and for the cold weather a pair of 
high boots. With all my foot wear, I am very happy, because they are 
so comfértable, even on my long walks. At that time, nylon stockings 
and stylish nylon underwear were the ladies fashion. Naturally, I fell 
quickly in love with these cuties, which are so much fun to wear. Just 
like my own brown hair color, Maxine also remained a brunette. 


I immigrated to this country in the early fifties and of course, 
remained a very happy and lively FP. Maxine goes out daytimes 
whenever she feels like it to see a movie, for dinner, for a drive or just 
shopping. For several years now, I have been a very charming and 
lovable lady from Geneva, Switzerland. 


Finally I would like to stress my great gratitude which I owe in 
particular to all my lady friends, who really wanted to understand 
and welcomed my as an FP, because it really represents “me” and 
that is what I want to be! I am very proud of being an FP, and being 
able to express it openly with an inner, deep and warm feeling, but 
without fear. Nobody else than an FP can experience such a fulfilled 
and beautiful life with a wide open horizon to understand, share and 
live together as a fully equal human being, as our opposite sex, the 
female! 
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LEE'S MARDI GRAS ENTERPRISES, INC. 
(Formerly Queens Publications) 
565 Tenth Avenue (one flight up) 
New York, N.Y. 10036 
(212) 947-7773 (12 noon til 6 p.m. only please!) 


HOURS: 12 pm til 6 pm (Monday thru Friday) 
Late Night 12 noon til 8 pm (Thursday) 


Come by and say hello we have clothes, 
lingerie, wigs and one of the largest 
collection of books and magazines on the 
subject of transvestism in the world. To our 
knowledge we have every book and 
magazine currently available on the subject 
from ALL publishers including: MUTRIX, EROS 
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a FICTION 


THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF 
THE KNIGHTS OF THE ABBE DE CHOISEY 


(A newly discovered manuscript from the Reminiscences ot 
John H. Watson, M.D., late of the Army Medical Department) 


edited by 
Linda AZ-8-B EE —F—Ee 


“Third young nobleman found slain in three weeks . . . Scotland 
Yard Baffled” read the headline of the Chronicle. How Holmes would 
have enjoyed investigating this case. It has been only five short 
months since we laid him to his eternal rest. It took me the better part 
of a month to recover from the shock of finding him lifeliess, slumped 
in his favorite chair at our former residence on Baker Street. He 
apparently had met his final fate as a result of an overdose of cocaine 
to which, for many years, he had been addicted. 


In his will he had remitted the landlady a substantial sum to cover 
the the letting of his abode for many years to come. He had instructed 
that I was to have use of it and its equipment and furnishings for the 
remainder of my life. Yet, somehow I could not bring myself to ever 
return to those quarters whre we have shared so many a fascinating 
adventure. As I sat there wrapped in my memories, my wife informed 


me that there were two callers for me in the parlor. To my great 


surprise the callers were my old friend Inspector Lestrade and an 
attractive woman of apparently high breeding. 


“Dr. Watson, so sorry to drop in on you unannounced. I hope I have 
caused you no inconvenience?” my old comrade greeted me. 


“Not at all, Inspector, not at all,” I answered. 


“Doctor, allow me to introduce Lady Olivia Hampton. She came to 
me in an attempt to contact our dear departed friend Sherlock 
Holmes, When I told her of Mr. Holmes’ most unfortunate demise, she 
insisted that I direct her to your address.” 
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“Most honored to meet you, Lady Hampton, please be seated,” I 
said motioning her to an arm chair. 


She was a ravishing statue of womanhood, apparently in her mid- 
thirties. She was dressed in the height of fashion of the day. Her dark 
brown hair, piled high on her head, fell in a cascade of curls which 
softly framed her flawless face. The ruby red plushness of her lips was 
highlighted by her soft blushing cheeks, and her eyes were fullof a 
warmth which made me feel so comfortable and relieved, and at the 
same time struck me as being mysteriously familiar, though I could 
not explain why. A dark blue cape carressed her shoulders, its lining 
was of the finest fire colored silk. 


“Of what service can I be to you, Lady Hampton?” I asked. 


“Please call me Olivia, Dr. Watson,” she spoke in a soft, sultry tone. 
“I've come to ask your aid in investigating the recent disappearance 
of my cousin, Mark.” 


“I am indeed flattered, dear lady, that you have sought out my 
services second to those of my dear departed comrade,” I explained. 
“But, I merely aided Holmes in a few minor details in his cases and 
chronicled a few of the more interesting ones. I'm afraid 1 am a 
surgeon and not a detective.” 


“Inspector Lestrade has told me as much, Doctor, but certainly in 
all your years of association with the great Sherlock Holmes you were 
able to learn many of his methods of investigation and deduction.” 


“I must admit that I have tried my hand at a few small matters 
successfully, but never a case so grave as would send one seeking the 
aid of Holmes.” 

“Your elegant manner, Doctor, is only exceeded by your modesty. 
In truth, I have come to you to seek a tutor more than an investigator 
for this matter.” 


“A tutor?” I asked. “How so?” 


“For many years I have been student of crime, much like yourself 
Doctor. Through the years I have followed the investigations 
conducted by Mr. Holmes through the newspapers and your 
chronicles. I've spent many an hour in the libraries studying the 
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monographs of the great criminologists, and have tried my hand 
successiully in several small investigations. Now with the 
disappearance of my cousin, I wish to try my hand at what may turn 
out to be a very serious affair. For this I fee] that I am in need of 
someone who has experienced first hand observation of some of the 
greatest investigations in history.” 


“You say that this disappearance may turn into a serious affair, tell 
me, dear Olivia, what leads you to think this?” 


“I trust you have read in the newspapers of the three young men 
found slain in the past month?” she asked. 


“Of course,” I replied, “I was reading about it only this moming 
before your arrival. Do you think your cousin's disappearance may 
somehow be connected with the death of these three men?” 


“I fear, Dr. Watson, that my cousin may well be the fourth victim. 
Let me relate to you the details of my story. It all began, I suppose, 
several years ago when I returned home from holiday several days 
earlier than I had planned. Upon entering the house I found myself 
face to face with a woman who could have easily been my identical 
twin. When the initial shock was over I realized that it was actually 
my cousin Mark, wearing a wig, with his face made up, and dressed 
up in my clothes. Needless to say, I was shocked at this sight and 
thought Mark to be a homosexual. Yet, he explained to me quite a 
different view. He assured me that he had no desire for another man, 
but was so in love with women and womankind, so admiring of them, 
that he felt a need to share and experience their world. It took me 
many months to grow to understand my cousin's desires and behavior, 
but I finally came to accept his dressing as a woman as the great 
compliment it really was. I learned that he belonged to a club of men, 
all of whom shared the same desires to occasionally share woman- 
hood. They called themselves the ‘Knights of the Abbe de Chaisy,’ 
after the famous French nobleman, who spent many years living as a 
woman. He had taken the feminine name of Sara and he and his 
fellow Knights met at their club on Tuesday of each week to enjoy 
their ‘hobby’ together. Although, they practiced strict security con- 
cerning the identity of each other, Mark knew several of the members 
as their male persons as well as their female impersonations. He, on 
occasion, spoke of them to me and had divulged the whereabouts of 
their club on Fenchurch Street.” 
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“Two of the slain men were friends of my cousin, who were 
members of the club. A few weeks ago one of them called Mark, I 
overheard him asking Mark to lend him 500 pounds. Apparently 
someone had discovered his dual identity and was threatening to 
expose and ruin him, unless he paid him for his silence. Shortly there- 
after, I noticed a change in Mark, he was disturbed about something, 
and he bagn to draw large sums from his bank. It was soon after this 
he disappeared.” 


“I see your point of supposition, and do find the case most 
intriguing, but exactly how do you propose to find this blackmailer- 
murderer, and how do you propose I fit into aiding you in this inves- 
tigation?” I inquired. 


“I told you that when Mark was dressed as a woman he could easily 
be taken for my twin. I propose to take this place in the club. The 
murderer must be one of their members as their security is quite 
strict. Also, as the club seeks to enlighten persons of various profes- 
sions, such as your profession of medicine, to their cause and philo- 
sophy, they occasionally allow a visit from such a professional man at 
meetings. I propose to present you to them as an understanding 
physician who wishes to learn more of them.” 


“But, won't the murderer know that you are an impostor and be on 
his guard?” 


“Precisely, Doctor, and as a result I should be a prime target for his 
next victim. By offering myself as bait we can snare him in the act.” 


“That could be quite dangerous, my dear. Are you sure you want to 
jeopardize your own life in this fashion?” 


“Believe me, Dr. Watson, I would sacrifice about anything to bring 
this cold-blooded killer to the justice he deserves.” 


“Very well, dear lady, I will be happy to assist you in anyway that I 
can. This case does indeed sound most intriguing and my professional 
curiosity is indeed aroused by this group of men who dress as 
women.” 


“Excellent, Doctor, as soon as I have found rooms here in London, I 
will contact you again and we shall make arrangements to attend the , 
next meeting of the club.” 
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“If you haven't found a place to stay, might I offer the premises that 
Holmes and I shared on Baker Street? Holmes left them to my use, but 
I have never quite gotten up the heart to return to them. Holmes 
would surely approve of your using them while conducting such a 
worthy investigation. I'll send notice around to the landlady to expect 
you.” 


“Why, thank you, Doctor, I would greatly enjoy staying in the same 
rooms where the great Mr. Holmes pondered over his greatest cases.” 


Both Lady Olivia Hampton and Inspector Lestrade left in a cab and 
I made myself busy with my practice. Later in the week I received a 
letter from Olivia asking me to come around to Baker Street at 6 
o'clock on Tuesday next. As I arrived at the old familiar door, I felt 
both a sudden pain and a warm glow. I slowly walked up the stairs 
which I had climbed so many times; exactly seventeen steps, how I 
remember when Holmes chastised me for failing to observe their 
number in all the years I had looked upon them. 


“There are exactly seventeen steps, Watson,” he had barked at 
me in that familiar somber baritone voice ot his. “You have looked 
and seen, but not observed.” 


I knocked on the door as I had done so many thousands of times 
before. When it opened I was almost startled to see Olivia standing 
there rather than dear old Sherlock. Yet, somehow her haunting eyes 
seemed to quiet my uneasiness at her presence. 


“Come in, Dr. Watson, I'll be ready in a moment.” 


As I waited, seated in the same chair which I had occupied on so 
many previous visits to this dwelling, my mind was flooded by count- 
less memories. It was much the same as I had last found it, except it 
was now somewhat softer, there were obvious signs of feminine touch 
where as austere bachelor had once lived. Even the aroma of Holmes’ 
favorite pipe tobacco still seemed to fill the room almost as if he had 
been up all night pondering one of his many three pipe problems. On 
the mantle sat his old black clay pipe. Oh, the stories it could tell. 


“Are you ready, Dr. Watson??” the young lady asked starting me 
back to reality. 
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“Yes, indeed, my dear, I have a cab waiting for us at the curb,” I 
responded rising to my feet. 


The ride to the club on Fenchurch Street took nearly twenty 
minutes. The entrance was plain and unmarked. We went through two 
different locked doors for which Olvia had keys. We climbed a flight 
of stairs and reached a third locked door. Olivia turned a key in the 
lock then knocked twice on the door. This was answered with one 
sharp knock from the other side, to which she responded with two 
pairs of rapid knocks. A lock turned from inside and the door opened. 


“Olivia, dear, so good to see you,” spoke the well-dressed blonde 
woman who greeted us. 


“Diane, I would like you to meet our guest for this evening, Dr. John 
Watson.” 


The young lady acknowledged the introduction and led us into the 
main room. There I saw about a dozen other women seated about the 
room engaged in various conversations. It was then that I was 
suddenly thrust into the realization that there were actually men 
dressed as women and not the ladies’ social gathering it appeared to 
be. I stayed close to Olivia as at least I was certain of her true sex 
and gender. She passed around the room in turn introducing me to 
each of the “ladies.” She seemed especially surprised to see one of 
them named Adrian, who had apparently been away for several 
weeks. They had a short business meeting, followed by a program of 
several of the “ladies” relating experiences they had while being out 
in public dressed as women. This I found to be quite fascinating. With 
these formalities over they again began their social. I now felt some- 
what more comfortable in their presence and moved more freely 
about them discussing with each their philosophy of their “hobby,” 
yet, I still kept Olivia in my sight at all time. She was busy about the 
room chatting with the “girls” none seemed to suspect her to be any- 
one other than her missing cousin. As the evening grew later and 
many of the “ladies” had left the club, Olivia and I were pulled aside 
by the member named Adrian. 


“Olivia, is it true that your doctor friend here was once the assistant 
of the great Sherlock Holmes?” she asked with a worried look. 


Olivia replied in the affirmative. Adrian stated that she wished to 
speak to us in private on a matter of importance. The three of us went 
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into one of the side rooms. Adrian bolted the door and after we were 
all seated she began her story. 


“Doctor Watson, you must help me, I don’t know who to turn to, and 
I fear my life may be in danger,” she stated nervously. 


“What is causing you to fear for your life?” I asked. 


“Several months ago, I received an anonymous letter stating that its 
writer knew about my double life. He stated incidents, times, and 
places as proof of his knowledge. He claimed to have photographs of 
me which would prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that I on occasion 
ventured out in public in women’s clothing. He threatened to show 
them to my family and employer unless I paid him 500 pounds. I, of 
course, paid him the money, but it didn’t stop there. There were more 
demands for money each week, which I kept paying. Soon my money 
had run out. I told him this, so instead of money he told me I could 
pay with little favors. His favors were for me to give him the key to 
the door and the combination to the vault at my place of employ- 
ment, which I gave him.” 


“Where is this place?” I interrupted. 
“I am employed by the Western Bank and Trust,” she replied. 


The Western Bank and trust had recently been robbed of over two 
million pounds. It was a baffling theft without a single clue. Scotland 
Yard was stumped over it. Evidently this blackmailer had been the 
culprit who had absconded with the sum. 


“But, even that did not satisfy him,” she continued. “Next, he asked 
me to kill a man. I couldn't bring myself to do it. Giving him the key 
and combination was almost too much. So I took what little money I 
had left and tried to escape from him. It didn't work though, for I was 
in Manchester, Saturday last, feeling I had at last escaped him, when 
another letter was delivered to me. He warned that if the man I was 
to kill wasn’t dead on Tuesday, that I surely would be. I'm afraid to go 
home or even leave here tonight.” 


What a fiend this man must be, I thought, to turn men into 
murderers and thieves to buy his silence. 
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“I suggest that you allow Dr. Watson and I to escort you to a hotel 
where you can stay the night. It won't be safe for you to go home.” 
Olivia offered. “In the morning we shall contact Inspector Lestrade at 
Scotland Yard and get you police protection.” 


Alter we left the room both Adrian and Olivia chatted with several 
others in the room. The three of us left together and secured Adrian 
lodging in a downtown hotel. We returned at 8 o'clock the next 
morning only to find that Adrian did not answer her door. Olivia 
sought out the chief bellman who let us in. There we found what we 
had hoped we would not. Adrian, dressed in the same gown she had 
been wearing the night before, lay in a pool of blood, face down on 
the floor. The bellman left to summon a constable while I examined 
the body. Olivia began to scour the room for clues. The wound 
appeared to be a fracture of the posterior third of the left parietal 
and the left half of the occipital bone as a result of a heavy blow from 
a blunt object. Olivia in a very precise pattern searched the room 
stopping occasionally to give special attention to one thing or 
another. She scratched what appeared to be some dust up and 
placed it on a piece of paper, folded it and placed it in her purse. She 
examined a few insignificant marks of blood on the carpet for some 
time, and paid particular interest to a small smudge on the wall. 
Again she scraped at the smuge, placing a sample of the scrapings 
into her purse. After the constable arrived and we answered his 
questions we departed for Baker Street. 


After leaving Olivia there, I departed for home as I had several 
patients to see that day. That evening there was a letter awaiting me 
from Olivia. She asked that I come round Thursday at 6 o'clock, that 
there was going to be a special meeting of the club at which she 
would produce the murderer. She asked that I bring my old army 
revolver as there might prove to be some trouble. 


I arrived at Baker Street precisely at 6 o'clock. I found Olivia 
dressed and ready to start our journey. While traveling to the club, 
Olivia told me to hold my revolver ready for we would surely need it 
before this evening was spent. 


“I have asked Inspector Lestrade and a few of his men to meet us at 
the club's entrance,” she explained. “They shall be most helpful for 
placing the murderer under arrest.” 
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She sat quietly during the rest of the cab ride to the club, her 
haunting eyes fixed in a trance-like gaze into the evening fog. Upon 
our arrival I spied Inspector Lestrade and several of his constables in 
plain dress secreted about the street. Olivia led us rapidly through 
the series of locked doors and up the stairs to the final locked door. 
As before she unlocked this door and sounded the series of raps 
which were replied as before. The door opened and the same blonde 
woman greeted us. 


“Good evening, Olivia, Dr. Watson, do come in, you seem to be the 
first to arrive,” Diane welcomed us. 


She closed the door and refastened the inner latch. She stepped 
into the main room and took a seat. Olivia and I followed; as we 
enetered the room Olivia suddenly spoke out. 


“Hold your revolver close on her Doctor, she is a crafty and cold 
blooded killer.” 


I was startled at this pronouncement, but held my revolver fast on 
her. 


“What is the meaning of this?” Diane demanded. 


Olivia did not answer immediately, but went first and unlatched 
the door admitting Inspector Lestrade and his men. 


“Who are these men, what is this about?” Diane further protested as 
the Inspector's men surrounded her and Lestrade handcuffed her. 


“Come now Diane, you should be the least surprised person in this 
room,” Olivia retorted. “You are under arrest for the murder of Adrian 
and the three young London noblemen.” 


“Certainly this must be some cruel prank. What proof have you to 
make such accusations?” the blonde demanded. 


“The proof is all clear,” Olivia stated. “The blow which killed 
Adrian was struck from behind, apparently by someone she knew as 
there was no sign of forced entry or struggle. The blow was such as 
when delivered from behind, it could only have been struck by a left 
handed person. You, Diane, are left handed. The murderer stepped 
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with one heel in the resulting pool of blood; by measuring the 
distance between the bloody heel marks on the floor, the pace of the 
individual could be measured and thus their height acertained. The 
murderer was exactly five feet, six inches tall, your height Diane. On 
the floor I found scrappings of some facial powder, the same shade 
you wear. On the wall I found smudges from a blonde eyebrow 
marking pencil, the same color you wear. There, that is my proof!” 


“Is that all you have?” Diane asked with a sly smile on her face. 


“Indeed, Lady Hampton, is that all you have as proof?” Lestrade 
inquired. “I'm afriad I can't arrest her on that proof. A good barrister 
could produce fifty such women who meet the elements of that 
evidence.” 


“There is more,” Olivia continued. “Adrian informed Dr. Watson 
and myself, Tuesday last, that she was being blackmailed and that 
the blackmailer had threatened tb kill her on that very day. Diane left 
early in the evening, which gave her ample opportunity to follow 
Adrian to the hotel when she left. As she left early, I easily fooled her 
into believing a special meeting had been called for tonight so that 
we could capture her here and confront her with the evidence.” 


Diane threw back her golden curls and laughed. “With that 
evidence, Olivia, all you have is a good case for me to bring you to 
court in suit for false arrest.” 


“I'm afraid she is quite right, Lady Hampton, I cannot hold her on 
that evidence," Lestrade said apologetically. 


“Before you let her free, Inspector,” Olivia flared, “perhaps you 
should see this.” 


She grabbed a towel and proceeded to wipe away the makeup from 
the face of the blonde woman, just as she pulled the towel away she 
tugged at Diane’s golden locks and sent her blonde wig tumbling to 
the floor. The loom of complete surprise on Lestrade’s face could 
have only been bested by my own. 


“Professor Moriarty!" Lestrade exclaimed in disbelief. 


The professor only responded with a gesturely nod. 
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“Do you still require further proof?” Olivia triumphantly queried. 


“No indeed, Lady Hampton, no indeed. The professor is a man long 
overdue for a date with the executioner. Take him away men, and 
watch him closely, he is a crafty one.” the Inspector said with a hint 
of pleasure in his voice. 


In the coach on the way back to Baker Street, my overwhelming 
curiosity led me to inquire how she had reached the conclusion that 
Diane was Moriarty. 


“Actually, Doctor, I first grew suspicious of Diane as she was too 
precise a woman. Like a well-schooled actor playing a part. The real 
club members all share a common admiration for the feminine. They 
seek to experience it fully, often resulting in mistakes as a result of 
trial and error methods. They never are satisfied with merely 
performing the part of a woman, but must experience womanhood. 
Diane was different. I strongly suspected her as being the black- 
mailer and murderer, but wasn’t sure until the murder of Adrian. Then 
I was faced with how to bring her to justice, without jeopardizing 
the secret life of the club’s members. When, this evening after 
presenting my case | realized I had failed, I grew angry. Then my 
intuition began working and I sensed that only a known master 
criminal would have conceived such a caper. Only after I unmasked 
him did I realize who Diane really was.” 


As in our journey to the club she grew silent and her haunting eyes 
fixed in a trance-like gaze into the night. 


The landlady brought on the tea and Olivia served me a cup. She 
instructed me to relax and enjoy my tea, that she would return in a 
moment. After she stepped into the next room, I sat back gazing into 
the fire and pondered the events of the evening. In a few moments I 
broke out in a riotous fit of laughter which prompted Olivia to inquire 
from the next room what I had found so amusing. 


“It's the irony of this whole situation. Oh, if Holmes could only be 
here now.” I said wiping the tears of laughter from my cheek. “Homes 
spent his entire lifetime perfecting his deductive logical methods, yet 
in all his labors he was never able to capture and bring Moriarty to 
justice. For years he harrassed and chastized me for my intuitive 
hunches and jumping to conclusions. He fought an almost loosing 
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battle trying to teach me to be a deductive observer of facts. Then, 
you my dear lady, on your first case, full of imperfections, emotional 
hunches and intuition, bring to justice the one villain who had 
escaped Holmes for years. You have used only those methods which 
Holmes despised and succeeded where he failed. Yet, I suppose it 
was the only way Moriarty could ever be captured, he would never 
have been caught off guard as he was this day, by a logical man like 
Holmes. I wonder why Sherlock never thought of it himself. And to 
think during the course of this case I was beginning to think that I 
had at last become the logical, deductive observer Holmes had tried 
to make me. Perhaps, I should return to my former methods. I just 
can't believe it. To think that I had even formed several ‘logical 
observations’ about you, Olivia. You knew the entry ritual far too well 
for someone visiting the club for the first time; you knew all of the 
girls by their names and were too familiar with them; you were 
supposed to be impersonating your cousin Mark, who you said used 
the name of Sara, yet they all called you Olivia; and finally after our 
initial conversation and throughout the whole affair you never again 
mentioned Mark. I had deduced that there never was a Mark and that 
you were in truth one of the ‘admirers of the feminine’ who was 
actually male. I tell you this is the most humourous event which I 
have ever experienced. Teli me, Olivia, what do you think of my 
deductions?” 


As she stepped into the main room, Olivia was still in the same 
dress she had worn earlier that evening. When I looked to her face my 
flesh grew cold and my limbs grew numb. The soft curls of her hair 
had vanished to a much shorter crop. Her soft, flawless face now 
showed rougher lines. Only those eyes which had for so long haunted 
me remained unchanged. Now the mystery of those eyes was solved, 
only to lead to an even more baffling mystery. The sultry tones of her 
voice faded away into a haunting somber baritone as she answered 
my question from behind a cloud of blue smoke arising from a black 
clay pipe. 


“You forgot to count the stairs again, Watson.” 
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THE WITCH IN THE WAGE EARNER 
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Dr. C.G. Jung (pronounced ‘Young,’ which is also the English trans- 
lation) was primarily a psychiatrist. He studied under Freud, became 
dissatisfied with his teacher's limitations, and broke away. He prac- 
ticed therapy to some extent, but his main interest was in research 
and he traveled world-wide studying the various insights obtained by 
both primitive and civilized people. A good deal of his thinking is 
Oriental in origin, but modified by practical experience in Europe. 


His “map” of the personality is as follows: the person (man or 
woman) presents a false face to the world. This mask, or “Persona,” is 
of the appropriate gender, and is tailored to fit the public ideas of 
what a person of this age and profession should do, say, and wear. 
Most people do not realize the falsity of their Persona, but believe 
that they “do what they want to,” while they are actually playing a 
role imposed on them. 


The second layer, which is more or less unconscious, he calls the 
“Shadow.” It is the parts of the natural personality which, though still 
genetically appropriate, are socially unacceptable. Thus, a man’s 
Persona may be kind, obliging and helpful at work, while at home he 
is a merciless tyrant due to his shadow’s release from social pressure. 
So far, dull. 


The third layer is the interesting one, the “Anima.” Here we must 
distinguish between men and women for the first time. In men, the 
anima is a fairly independent feminine personality. This is not just 
true to TVs, but of men in genreal. Many of them can recognize its 
existence; others are forever blind to its workings, but all have it © 
regardless. Women, on the other hand, have the “Animus,” which is 
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almost always a group personality, like a committee representing,the 
men who were very influential during their childhood. That's enough 
about them. 


Now, the anima is derived from the man’s mother, but is a highly 
stylized version of her. She “has attributes that appear and re-appear 
throughout the ages, whenever men are describing the women who 
are significant to them. In different eras, the image may be slightly 
changed or modified, but some characteristics seem to remain almost 
constant; the anima has a timeless quality—she always looks young, 
though there is often a suggestion of years of experience behind her. 
Wise, but no formidably so; it is rather that something strangely 
meaningful—something like secret knowledge or hidden wisdom— 
clings to her. She is also two-sided, in effect with her own Persona 
and shadow; on the one hand, the pure good, noble goddess and on 
the other the prostitute, the seductress, the witch. 


At this point I decided that Dr. Jung had been reading my mail, but 
he apparently had most of this worked out before I even had an 
address. So let’s hear some more while he tells the secrets of our little 
play-mates: “Sometimes she appears elfin-like in character, and has 
the power to lure men away from their work or homes .. .” Of course, 
that could never happen to us, could it? “The anima carries spiritual 
values, and so her image is projected not only onto pagan goddesses, 
but onto the Virgin herself; but she is also near to nature and charged 
with emotion. She is also the Beckoning Fair One luring men on to 
love and despair, to creative activity and to doom. She is in fact as 
thoroughly inconsistent as the woman she personifies.” So, regardless 
of what brand of gas you buy, you DO have a tigress in your tank! 
When aroused, “she disturbs the attempt to concentrate by 
whispering absurd notions in his ear, spoils the day with a vague, 
unpleasant sensation of something wrong, or haunts his sleep with 
seductive visions.” 

So, Doctor, what do we do about this feminine time-bomb? Anyone, 
he says, who learns something of her will have gained both 
knowledge of himself and of the forces which activate other human 
beings. Only a certain number of people can do this, and even so, 
something of her “remains shrouded in mystery in the dark realm of 
the collective unconscious. A man, by accepting and learning to 
know his anima, may develop his intuition or his feeling, but he 
cannot possess himself of those qualities which are projected onto 
goddesses. They may be present but they cannot be called up just 
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when he desires.” To get to know her, “the first step is ‘objectivation’ 
of her, that is, the strict refusal to regard the trend (of her drives) as a 
weakness of one’s own. Only when this has been done can one face 
her with the question ‘Why do you want this?’ To put the question in 
this personal way has the great advantage of recognizing the anima 
as a personality, and of making a relationship possible. The more per- 
sonally she is taken the better. To anyone accustomed to proceed 
purely intellectually and rationally, this may seem altogether too 
ridiculous.” Jung then explains in detail the contrast between the 
every-day world and the spirit-world of the unconscious, and how we 
stand with one foot in each. He goes on, “I mean this as an actual 
technique, we know that practically everyone has not only the 
peculiarity but also the faculty of holding a conversation with himself 
... The art of it only consists in allowing our invisible opponent to 
make herself heard, in putting the mechanism of expression momen- 
tarily at her disposal, without being overcome—by doubts as to the 
genuineness of her voice .. . only in moments of overwhelming 
affectiveness can she reach the surface. The inevitable symptom is 
that the ego momentarily identified with these utterances, only to 
revoke them in the same breath . . . often they seem very strange and 
daring.” Poor soul, he never seems to have learned the 
“overwhelming affectiveness” of a wig and heels; or that the sight of 
furs brings out the anima, drooling like one of Pavlov’s dogs! (If she’s 
been properly brought up that is). 


Obviously, he means a degree of communication more complete 
than the brother-sister bickering that goes on inside the FP’s skull, 
like heat-lightning, year after year. This calls for a real understanding 
of the “girl within,” her motives and her problems, and a 
conscientious attempt to help in solving them. Thus, and only thus, 
can one achieve the “union of opposites through the middle path,” 
the Chinese concept of Tao, the most legitimate fulfillment of the 
meaning of the individual's life. “We can see how it is possible to 
break up the personifications, as by making them conscious we 
convert them to bridge the unconscious. It is because we have not 
been using them purposefully as functions that they remain as— 
relatively independent personalities. They cannot be integrated into 
consciousness as long as their contents remain unknown.” 

So, what's in this for the anima? Is she to be reduced to a mere 
place where something used to be? Not likely; as mentioned above, 
the man can never know his girl completely, though she can and does 
see right through him. Most of us, I'm sure, are aware that she can 
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and does, surprise us—but that we NEVER can surprise her. So the 
most that can happen to her is a deflation from goddess-witch to 
something nearer human proportions, while the interchange 
gradually irons out the contrasts. As we circulate in FP society, and 
make our way out of the closet-world, a lessening of the difference 
between brother and sister seems to take place, to the point where 
even the most intimate outsider can scarcely see any difference. We 
are the last to know this, because of the memory of the years when 
she was REALLY different—and rather inhuman, too. If, at the end of 
this process, we can sit side-by-side like a pilot and co-pilot, at peace 
with one another, all that has gone into our relationship is well 
justified. 
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MINERAL OIL TO REMOVE MAKE-UP 


June 


One of the things that FPs enjoy doing is putting on make-up. But 
there is the problem of getting it off again. One problem the FP has to 
face is getting the make-up off so no one can tell you've been 
wearing it. One thing I've found that does the trick very well is 
ordinary mineral oil. You can putt a little on a cloth and rub it over 
your face, and it does the job quickly, easily and so effectively that no 
one can tell that you've been wearing make-up. 


I found out about this from an article that was in my local paper 
about circus clowns. They have to be experts on applying and 
removing make-up since they definitely have a lot of it to put on and 
take off. The article said mineral oil is what they use to remove their 
make-up. Besides doing a good job of getting it off, it's cheap and it 
can be easily purchased in any drug store. The article said it's also 
good for the complexion. Clowns, even where they are in their sixties 
and seventies, have very good complexions and smoother skins than 
most women of their age because of applying mineral oil to their 
faces so often. 


So, if removing make-up is a problem for you, this is something 
worth trying. 
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THE SCYROCIAN AFFAIR 


ee Linda TX-21-B 


Captain's Log: Stardate 5705.3 . . . The Enterprise is now 
preparing to enter standard orbit about the fourth planet 
in the Seryo star system. Sensors indicate that the planet is 
inhabitated by highly advanced humanoid life forms. We 
are preparing to beam down a landing party to meet with 
the leaders of Scyros IV. 


“Bones, Spock, to the transporter room. Mr. Scott, you have the con,” 
Kirk said rising from the command chair. 


“Aye, Captain. The transporter technicians are a’ready ta beam 
down the landing party to Mr. Spock's coordinates.” 


“Very good, Mr. Scott.” Kirk replied. 


The pneumatic door slid open and Captain James T. Kirk, First 
Officer Spock, and ship's surgeon Dr. Leonard McCoy entered the 
elevator. 


“Transporter room,” Kirk spoke to the automated control. 


There was a dull whir as the elevator moved first vertically then 
horizontally. The pneumatic door slid open and the three officers of 
the Enterprise quickly stepped across the room and onto the 
transporter pads. 


“Energize,” Kirk commanded. 
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The transporter hummed. The flashing sensation began and the 
three figures faded. The sensation now began to reverse. Kirk could 
feel his sensation returning, but instead of their destination on Scyros 
IV he was standing on the transporter pads of the Enterprise. 
Suddenly Kirk was aware that he and his companions were thrusting 
through the air across the room. As they slammed onto the floor they 
braced themselves as the gigantic starship shook and churned. The 
lights dimmed momentarily than al] was still. Kirk rose to his feet, 
shook his head to clear it, then flipped the switch to the intercom. 


“Kirk to bridge, Scotty, what's going on?” Kirk decided his head 
was not quite cleared. His voice had seemed higher in pitch and 
softer than usual. 


“J dun aknow what happened, Captain, we seemed to ha’ hit some 
sort o’energy surge " came the answer trom the chief engineer. 


Yet, it was ditferent somehow, the same Scot accent, but even 
Scotty's voice sounded higher and softer. In the dark he could hear 
McCoy and Spock stirring back to consciousness. As emergency power 
cut in and the cabin lights fluttered on Kirk stood awed by what was 
before his eyes. 


“Gentlemen, this is not the time for a masquerade! What are you 
doing dressed like that?” Kirk snapped in an irritated tone. 


“It would appear, Captain, that you also are a participant in this so 
called masquerade,” answered Spock in his usual computer like 
manner. 


Kirk looked down at his own form and was taken back by what he 
saw. Instaed of the muscular form which usually filled his regulation 
uniform, he saw smoother and more curved lines. He was wearing a 
uniform similar to those usually worn by female officers of the star- 
fleet. Quickly he turned to see his reflection in the blank viewer 
screen. The reflection confirmed Spock's statement. Just as McCoy 
and Spock appeared to have a feminine appearance, so did he. His 
hair was shoulder length and styled in a neat feminine manner. His 
eyebrows were thinner and more stylized. His face was smooth and 
devoid of its usual beard stubble. Make-up highlighted the features of 
his feminized face, and Captain James T. Kirk, commander of the 
United Federation of Planets starship Enterprise now was staring in 
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disbelief at an attractive young woman whose body he now 
apparently occupied. 


“Spock ... Bones . .. what's happened to us? Why have we turned 
into women?” Kirk asked in dazed disbelief. 


“Jim, my medical tricorder says we are still in every aspect males; 
we just seem to have been feminized in appearance. Our voice range 
is higher but apparently as a result of voice training and not any 
physical alteration.” McCoy answered. 


“There is something else, Captain. This is not the Enterprise,” the 
now feminine Vulcan science officer added. 


“Not the Enterprise? Then where are we Spock?” Kirk inquired. 


“Tricorder readings show radiation levels slightly altered from the 
normal. There are a few slight dimensional and weight variations in 
this craft. It is definitely very similar to the Enterprise, virtually her 
twin, but definitely not the Enterprise. As to our present location, I 
don't have enough information, but one could presume that we are in 
some sort of parallel dimension, aboard the sister ship of the Enter- 
prise,” Spock replied. 


“Why are we dressed like this?” Kirk asked: 


“That I cannot answer without further information Captain. Perhaps 
I can obtain some answers from this ship's computer library.” Spock 
offered. 


“Get to work on it right away, Spock,” Kirk ordered. “Gentlemen. . . 
uh... er... ladies or whatever, let's go to the bridge and see what 
other surprises await us.” 


As the elevator door slid open and the three officers stepped out on 
the bridge, Kirk was pleased to find that this ships bridqe was 
identical to his own, except that it seemed to have a crew entirely 
composed of women. Lt. Cmdr. Scott was seated in the command 
chair, and rose to her feet when the three officers entered. To see 
Scotty, Sulu, and Chekov as women was almost more than Kirk could 
take. : 
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“Mr....uh... Ms. Scott get damage parties to work, we will delay 
the landing party until we can trace the source of the energy surge.” 


“Aye, Captain,” Scott answered in a feminine voice. 
Ye, Pp ’ 


Kirk sat in the command chair to contemplate the events taking 
place. 


Apparently the crew members of this craft did not suspect that 
three of its members really did not belong. As Kirk looked about the 
bridge trying to adjust to its overwhelming feminine appearance he 
became conscious that his spread legged manner of sitting was not 
exactly complimentary to his new appearance. Adjusting his posture 
Kirk’s attention again centered upon his new form. The feeling of 
sheer hose on shaven legs was new to him. Beside his legs we was 
aware of softer fabric touching his body in various places as well as 
the binding feeling of elastic material pressing his hips and abdomen. 
There was also the added weight differential to his pectoral region to 
adjust to. Kirk shuddered for an instant at the thought that those two 
bulges on his chest may well now be a part of his anatomy. 


“Captain, perhaps you, Dr. McCoy and I should go over our plans 
for the landing party, while Ms. Scott is effecting repairs,” the feminine 
voice of Spock interrupted Kirk’s deep thought. 


“Good idea, Mist... uh... Ms. Spock. Lt. Uhura, have Dr. McCoy 
meet us in my cabin,” Kirk ordered. 


When Kirk arrived at his cabin door with Spock, McCoy was 
waiting for them. The feminine appearance of the cabin was 
somewhat unsettling to all three of them, but like the many other 
changes they were experiencing, they soon grew more comfortable 
with it. 


“Spock, did you find out anything from the computer?” Kirk 
anxiously asked. 


“Indeed, Captain. We are aboard the U.F.P. Starship USS 
Genderprise.” 


“Genderprise!” McCoy interrupted. “Why you pointed eared hob- 
goblin, there isn’t a USS Genderprise in the Starfleet.” 
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“Incorrect Doctor, there is not a USS Genderprise in the United 
Federation of Planets startleet, but in the United Femmiphile 
Federation there is definitely a USS Genderprise.” 


“United Femmiphile Federation?” Kirk asked. “Exactly what is that, 
Spock?” 


“This is one of 16 cruiser class starships commissioned by the 
United Femmiphile, or lover of the feminine, Federation. The Gender- 
prise is commanded by Capt. Janet T. Kirk, who was born James T. 
Kirk. It is manned by a crew composed largely of men who dress and 
behave like women. Though there are a good number of womeu 
aboard who correspond to those female members of the Enterprise 
crew. The mission of this ship is to seek out other cultures of 
femmiphiles, or heterosexual transvestites, on other worlds and when 
applicable, offer them membership in the federation. They seem to 
have a similar prime directive to our own, prohibiting them from 
interfering in the development of an F.P. culture. This ship, like our 
own Enterprise, is capable of speeds of warp factor eight, but their 
technology seems to be advanced to the point that they can actually 
cross dimensional and time barriers at will. We are presently in orbit 
about a Class M planet occupied by humanoid life. The landing 
party's mission is to seek out information on the FP culture of this 
planet and if applicable to offer them membership in the federation.” 


“You mean this ship is staffed by a bunch of sexual perverts who 
travel around the universe seeking new converts?” McCoy screamed. 


“These ‘perverts’ Doctor, are representatives of a culture and 
technology much advanced beyond our own,” Spock retorted. 


“Why, Spock, if I didn't know better I'd think you actually like 
going around in that sissy get up!” McCoy spoke accusingly. 


“Gender and appearance ascribed to that gender is relative, Dr. 
McCoy. Such things as masculine ego and machismo are strictly a 
result of emotion. Logic shows no respect to sex or gender. This ‘sissy 
get up’ as you refer to it is no different to me than the change to 
starfleet regulation uniform was from the customary dress on Vulcan,” 
Spock replied. 


“Let's not argue over our appearance,” Kirk interrupted. “We must 
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concentrate our efforts on returning to our own ship as soon as 
possible.” 


“Well, Spock says this ship can cross time and dimension barriers, 
so let's drive this thing back to the Enterprise,” McCoy offered. 


“It’s not that simple, Bones. We don’t know exactly where we are, 
where the Enterprise is, or what the reaction of the crew of this ship 
will be if they discover we aren't their own officers,” Kirk replied. 


“Captain, I can in due time with the aid of the computer ascertain 
our location and the necessary manuever to return us to the Enter- 
prise,” Spock said. 


“Get on it as soon as possible, Spock, until then, it looks like we will 
have to play the part of the Genderprise’s officers and carry out their 
mission. Prepare to beam down for a landing party,” Kirk said. 


“Dressed like this, Jim? We can't go parading around some strange 
planet dressed like some kind of freaks,” McCoy protested. 


“That's Janet now, Doctor, and if you can play the rest of the 
feminine role as well as you do the emotional party, ‘Lenora,’ you will 
be the belle of the ball,’ Kirk laughed. 


McCoy left the room in a fit of frustration, and Kirk and Spock 
began preparing for the landing party. Several hours later the 
tingling sensation of the transporter effect was wearing off. Kirk was 
the first to step off the transporter pad and went immediately to the 
intercom. 


“Kirk to bridge.” 

“Ms. Sulu here, Captain,” the voice from the box responded. 

“Have Lt. Uhura and Lt. Cmdr. Scott meet the landing party in the 
conference room. Kirk out.” 

“Aye, aye, Captain,” came the electronic reply. 


“What's the purpose of the meeting?” McCoy asked. 


“We really aren't officers of this cratt,” Kirk explained. “That 
means that Scott and Uhura are the two senior officers aboard. We 
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don‘t even know the procedure for arriving at a decision upon the 
data we collected on the planet's surface. We'll present it to them in 
the form of a discussion and try to take our actions based on their 
opinions. Otherwise, we could be in violation of our own prime direc- 
tive, by interfering with their culture.” 


In the conference room McCoy began his report first. 


“I searched through several medical libraries and found only a few 
references to transvestism. One article referred me to a physician 
who was apparently one of several who dealt with this sort of thing, 
so I had the ship's scanner locate him and beam me there. It turned 
out to be the office of an OB.-GYN. I waited a while and finally got to 
see him, I explained to him that I was researching the type of medical 
aid available to heterosexual transvestites and was wondering what 
was his usual procedure. He was surprised to find out that I was 
actually a man and immediately started talking about sending me to 
a psychiatrist for a preliminary exam, then said he would set a date 
for the surgery. I asked him what kind of surgery and he proceeded to 
tell me how he intended to go about surgically mutilating me. I 
swear, the man was obsessed with that surgery idea. I told him I was 
born a male, still was a male and had no intention of changing that 
fact. He only laughed and said that the last one who gave him that 
same line was wearing a motorcylce jacket and carrying a helmet. I 
just couldn't convince him that I didn’t want surgery. I was lucky to 
get back to the ship still intact.” McCoy reported with an air of 
disgust. 


“Indeed, Doctor, my experience did not prove to be too fruitful 
either,” Spock began. “I attempted to research this planet's history of 
transvestism and hoped to locate its leaders. I scanned thousands of 
volumes at many libraries. Most of the available publications made 
no reference to heterosexual transvestites. They did make a great 
deal of reference to child molesters, homosexuals and several forms of 
mentally disturbed personalities. I did find a reference card in one 
library which referred to available publication on the subject of 
heterosexual tranvestism and an organization for them. I set my 
tricorder to locate some of those publication. It led me to a dark 
comer ot a bookstore which sold some of the most illogical forms of 
pornographic material. There is apparently an organization, but it is 
only a nucleus. It is plagued with many problems such as: member 
apathy, a lack of dedicated workers, a very low degree of communi- 
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cation between its members, and a reluctance to pay a nominal fee 
for membership which seriously limits the organization's progressive 
operation for financial reasons.” 


“Spock, you and Bones appear to have fared no better than I did,” 
Kirk said beginning his report. “I won't go into explicit details, but it 
appears that dressing as a woman on this planet by anyone other 
than a female is thought of as a criminal act. If it weren't for the 
emergency signal on my communicator, I would still be on the planet 
sitting in one of its jails. Scotty, Uhura, what you think?” 


“I dun aknow why ya a’ askin’ me, Captain. You aknows starfleet 
regulations much abetter than me. This is obviously a retarded 
culture which is adoomed ta destruction, unless they soon make a few 
drastic changes. Starfleet regulation won't let us ahelp them and we 
acan’t ask such a retarded culture to join us,” Scott answered. 


“Uh ... Scotty ...,” Kirk stammered, searched for the right words, 
“this is going to be hard to believe, but .. .” Kirk was cut short by an 
interruption from Lt. Uhura. 


“You, Spock, and McCoy are not the officers of the Genderprise?” 


“That's right!” Kirk dazed by the sudden statement answered her. 
“But, how did you know?” 


“We all knew, Captain. Even before you set foot on this ship we 
were expecting you.” Uhura purred. 


“Blazes, woman! You mean you kidnapped us and put us through 
this humiliation ... this... this womanizing?” McCoy snapped. 


“Bones!” Kirk said shooting the doctor a sharp corrective glance. 


“Yes, we did ‘kidnap’ you, I suppose. You were about to beam down 
to a culture on Scyros IV that your culture wasn't exactly ready to 
receive.” As Uhura spoke another feminine figure entered the 
conference room. “This is Captain Du Conniers of the USS Sexiter. 
She will explain to you in more detail the reasons for our actions.” 
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Captain De Conniers was a tall figure of a woman with shoulder 
length blonde hair. She was not dressed in a regulation uniform, but 
was wearing a blue evening dress. 


“The planet Scyros IV,” she began, “is a member of the United 
Femmiphile Federation. In fact it is the headquarters planet of our 
federation. We have watched the development and progress of your 
civilization for many centuries. We knew that one day our two 
cultures were destined to meet. Before we could let this happen we 
felt is necessary to prepare you, as your culture for the most part does 
not condone your lifestyle. It was necessary to have the officers of our 
Genderprise exchange places with you three for a few hours. You 
have been taken back in time to the origin planet of your own 
federation, Earth. You have just experienced the same reaction that 
members of our federation experienced upon their first contact with 
your world centuries ago in the mid 1970's. The transvestite culture 
of your world failed to thrive for the very reasons you three 
discovered today. There are still those among your kind who hold to 
the need to express their feminine side, but they are widely scattered 
and secreted. A machismo fad was also in formative phases at the 
time you just visited. It won out and greatly affected your culture. 
Your men became afraid to express their feminine qualities in 
themselves and went as far as to act against their own common sense 
in order to keep from every appearing influenced by the softer, more 
gentle feminine qualities. These actions were largely responsible for 
your World Wars III and IV. A few isolated cultures among your 
federation missed experiencing the same catastrophies by finding 
ways of avoiding the machismo infatuation of your Earth. The Vulcan 
are a prime example. They could not choose between machismo and 
a feminine approach so they did away with both and adopted a 
system of logic without emotion. There was no need for a femmiphile 
culture among the Vulcans as there was a universal concept of male 
and female. The differentiation between masculine and feminine was 
eliminated by replacing emotion with logic.” 


“This is quite true, Captain,” Spock injected. “It was only after 
lengthy exposure to your culture that Vulcan men and women again 
began adopting different dress and appearance styles. Largely due to 
the problems your representatives felt trying to distinguish between 
us. It was only logical for the sake of improved communication 
between our two planets for us to readopt gender appearance roles in 
order to relieve your representatives’ frustrations.” 
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“A number of the members of the our federation have placed them- 
selves throughout your federation and in places in time before your 
federation existed.” Captain Du Conniers continued. “Many of them 
bom women, others, like myself, born male. They serve functions such 
as recording the history and progress of femmiphilia among your 
culture, others served only to try to relieve the great anguish caused 
to femmiphiles of your culture by a kind word, a friendly gesture, or a 
morale boost. I am living in the twentieth century on your home 
planet doing just that, but as you and I both know it won't stop what 
has already happened.” 


“Our people no longer hold to rigid forms of discrimination. We 
have learned to accept ourselves and others as they really are,” Kirk 
tried to explain. 


“Yes, Captain Kirk, your culture had made improvements, but as 
your own reactions and those of your friends will testify there are still 
those elements of ‘machismo’ in you. We will return you now to your 
own ship. You will not be permitted to beam down to Scyros IV. It is 
not yet time for our two cultures to join. When it is, we will meet 
again, Captain.” 


As Captain Du Conniers finished her sentence the Genderprise and 
all of its crew faded away into nothingness. Kirk, Spock, McCoy were 
standing on the transporter pads of the Enterprise. The technician 
apologized for being unable to transport them to the planets’ surface. 
He reported the malfunction to the chief engineer, and began 
examining the circuits. Kirk returned to the bridge, relieved Scott to 
aid in checking the transporter circuit. The three had apparently 
never left the Enterprise, or at least that is what the crew thought. 
The Scyrocians had obviously returned the three officers to their 
starship at a time prior to the occurance of the unusual events which 
had transpired. 


“Take us out of orbit, Mr. Sulu, set course for Starbase 3.” Kirk 
ordered. 


‘But vat about the mission to Scyros IV, Captain?” Chekov asked. 


“We have a tight schedule to keep, we must delay it for the present. 
All ahead warp 4, Mr. Chekov,” Kirk answered. 


61 


TRANSVESTIA 
rr a il 


“Varp 4, Captain.” Chekov echoed. 


The cruise to Starbase 3 would take several standard weeks and as 
the time drew on Kirk became more ill-at-ease over the Scyrocian 
incident. It was the first time he had ever failed to complete a mission 
but that didn’t seem to be the cause of the discomfort. He couldn't 
nail it down; perhaps McCoy could give him an injection to lift his 
spirits. He lifted up on one arm from his bed and flicked the intercom. 


“Kirk to sickbay,” he said. 
“What can I do for you, Jim?” McCoy's voice answered. 


“I'm feeling a little down, Bones. I thought perhaps you could fix me 
up a little something.” 


“Sure, Jim, I'll send Nurse Chapel to your quarters with something. 
Sickbay out.” 


A few moments later Kirk heard Nurse Chapel calling him from 
outside his door. He pushed the button on the door control to admit 
her. Instead of a syringe she was carrying a box which she set down 
on the table. “I understand, Captain. I guarantee you that this will 
solve your problem.” She smiled and turned and left the room. 


Kirk got up and walked across the room to the box. He was puzzled 
as to why his cure was in a large box and not a syringe. Lifting the 
top from the box, Kirk's face showed a sudden shock, then broke into 
a wide smile. Inside were cosmetics, women’s clothing, a wig, every- 
thing he needed to recreate Capt. Janet T. Kirk. Chapel must be one 
of the Scyrocians he thought. He carefully took out each item and 
began to carefully create Janet. When he had finished he gazed into 
the mirror well pleased with the result. He suddenly grew cold when 
he realized that Spock's reflection was also looking back at him. 


“Spock!” he shouted. “How did you get in here? The door can only 
be opened from the outside by my voice command.” 


“Relax, Captain, your secret is safe with me. As I passed by here on 
the way to my own cabin I noticed that your door was open. I looked 
inside and realized what you were doing and that by some accident 
you had pressed the button on the door control without realizing it. I 
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came in to close the door and keep others from making the same 
discovery.” Spock answered calmly. 


“This is most embarassing Spock, I.. .I was .. .” Kirk stammered 
trying to think up an explanation for his appearance. 


“There is no need for explanation, Jim, I understand fully. I have for 
a long time dressed in a similar fashion, while in my own cabin. The 
customary Vulcan dress was more feminine that masculine and I 
enjoyed it much more than my regulation uniform. The crew has 
always thought my reluctance to answer a caller at my cabin door 
was because I was meditating, but in truth it was to lock in my own 
secret. For the crew's sake, Captain, I suggest you be more careful of 
your door in the future.” 


Spock left the captain to continue his recreation. Kirk almost 
couldn't believe the words Spock had spoken. Yet, somehow it 
pleased him that his first officer knew and understood. But what 
about McCoy? He had shown great distaste for the feminine roll he 
had portrayed on the Genderprise. Did Nurse Chapel bring up the 
box of her own accord or had Bones realized Kirk had enjoyed his 
role and sent the clothes as a psychological test to see if Kirk was still 
fit to command. Should he call Bones and demand an explanation or 
just keep quiet. He decided that he would let McCoy make the first 
move as he always was better defensively than offensively. For the 
next few days he avoided McCoy as much as possible, speaking to 
him only when duty demanded. 


Kirk was sitting in his command chair as Sulu and Chekov were 
busy bringing the Enterprise into orbit around Starbase 3. Spock and 
Uhura were busy at their consoles preparing the ship for this arrival at 
the Starbase. Kirk was absorbed with the shore leave list when he 
heard McCoy's voice speaking to him softly from behind. 


“Jim I hope you understand why I had Chapel send you those 
things. She has been a great help to me these years in my own 
dressing up. I'm sorry I put on such an act on the Genderprise, but I 
was afraid Spock would never let me hear the end of it if he thought 
that I even enjoyed a second of it.” 


That quiet confession brought a smile to Kirk's face. “Of course, 
Bones, and thanks,’ he answered. 
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McCoy entered the elevator and was joined by Spock who was on 
his way to the transporter room to check on final preparations for 
shore leave. As the door of the elevator opened to the corridor 


leading to the transporter room, Spock stepped out then stopped and 
tumed back to face McCoy. 


“Doctor, perhaps in the future it would be best to remove your false 
eyelashes before going to the bridge.” 


en ee 


IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 

YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 

GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 


We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles. 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU AREA 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications. 


REGAL OPTICIANS 


2026 West 6th Street 
HUbbard 3-3950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Street 


r [RANsvEStiA 


Mystery Women— 
No names on pictures 
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Dear Virginia: 


A man who has arrived at his 64th year has a tendency to look 
back upon life rather than forward to it. But, I have often pointed out 
to people, when the occasion has presented itself, that no matter what 
one’s situation may be, or what plans one may make, one should 
always leave room for surprises; and that a surprise can just as easily 
be agreeable as it can be unpleasant. 


Happily, I have been able to practice what I have preached. I have 
left room for a surprise, and today the vacancy is filled: instead of 
looking over my shoulder at life, I now look straight ahead; for in the 
short space of three months since I first made contact with you I have 
become a subscriber to Transvestia, I have become a member of Tri 
Sigma and seen my own listing in the Directory, I have heard from 
Charlene Parker and sent her a note in return, I have written a little 
appreciation for the Femme Mirror, and , lo and behold, here I am 
sending you a short essay for Transvestia. 


For many years past it has been my privilege as a childless 
widower to receive invitations out to dinner from straight people 
whom I have known for many years. But, after all, straight people are 
not our style. It is true that birds of a feather flock together, and I am 
looking forward to the experience of a greater sense of fulfillment as I 
get around to contacting and meeting other members of Tri Sig. 


I have never been in contact with any other transvestite organiza- 


tion—in fact I don’t know the name of another. But I do know this, 
that the outstanding feature of the Society for the Second Self is 
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“sweet innocence.” Take another look at the picture of the front cover 
of Femme Mirror for last May: could anything be more wholesome 
than this gathering of the girls of Sigma chapter in Denver, Colorado? 
Why, that photograph positively reeks of cleanliness; and you, 
Virginia, are the well-spring of it all! 


Those girls are happy, and to count myself as a member of the same 
Society gives me everything, including pleasure. 


Yours, with esteem and regard, 


Erika FCO-3-L 


Dear Virginia: 


I have to start by saying thank you for saying all of the things that I 
have been thinking and feeling for over 20 years, for freeing me of 
the guilt and fear, and for putting my transvestism (FP from now on) 
into perfect perspective. As you can tell I just finished reading 
Understanding Cross Dressing. 


I can't add much to what you have said. I understand so much more 
now. Although I wish I had discovered the book before, I am just so 
relieved that I found it now. I am 33 years old and first remember 
cross dressing at ten or eleven, although I remember being dressed 
by my sister a couple of times at a very early age. I have no regrets 
there either. I am married with two wonderful dughters (four years old 
and four months old). My wife is so wonderful and I am so in love with 
her. We have a lot going for us. 


My wife knows that I am an FP but I kept in on a very limited scale 
and related it to her strictly on a sex level. We would work it in 
occasionally when we were having sex because I thought she could 
accept that (guilt and fear). Then I would save more complete 
dressing for the three or four times a year that I could be alone for 
five or six hours. We are very close and opportunity was difficult to 
achieve. 


We have talked about it recently in a much more open way. I 


leveled with her about what I had been doing and I told her that I had 
to find out more and had to communicate with her more about 
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dressing. She accepted that very well and we are closer for the open- 
ness. She is now goig to read your book. I don't know how she will 
react to what you say (you know what I would like) but I most want her 
to know me and to love me. If I can show more of my FP side to her, 
then all the better. 


I do know that I must pursue what I feel and what I love. And I will 
—without the guilt and fear. But there are a few risks that I will not 
be able to take or do not want to take. First, most important in my life 
is my wife and children. I will cross dress, but not at their expense or 
the expense of our love for each other. Second, I have a very good 
job, one which I want to keep and to pursue. Living as a man is a 
must for me. I will find ways to fulfill my femininity. 


The last point I want to make now is that I feel so relieved. All 
these years I knew I was O.K.; I knew that there was something very 
right about cross dressing; and I felt that I was a better person for it 
in spite of the negative. The burdens of the negative are now llifted, 
and you know how good that feels. of particular relief is that I don't 
have to use my sex life to get to my FP feelings and desires. My sex 
life and my cross dressing can stand on their own, and should they 
come together once, occasionally, or often, then that would be great, 
too. 


Sincerely yours, 
JS. 


P.S. I hope to be in contact with you again soon. Confidence, of 
course, is expected. 


Dear Virginia: 


I don't mind third or fourth class mailings except that there is less 
of a guarantee that it will get here. I realize there is a problem in 
rising rates .. . but what other choice is there? Where there is quality 
is cost and TVia is first quality. It is the only source I know of that is 
clear of homosexuality, rubber fetishism, bondage and domination or 
sado-masochism, etc. You are also reliable, even if a bit tardy 
sometimes. I once sent $18 to Pudgy Roberts and got no reply. I 
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inquired via Eve Brown (a second money order) still no return, so I 
wrote it off. Then I sent a wrong order (too much) to Slavik at 
Empthay .. . lost that too. In you and Mardi Gras Enterprises I have 
confidence money wise. I appreciate what you have done although 
other than through TVia I have not directly benefitted. But TVia has a 
high literary as well as informative value. I have no “history” article 
to submit, for almost all that I've done I’ve seen at one time or another 
in the magazine. 


I've said it before, and I'm sure you'll hear it again—as you go, so 
goes TVia. If you quit it will probably die. I'm sure you never 
dreamed 17 years ago that your fosterchild would grow and live as it 
has. I hope amidst your labors, that every so often you take time to 
feel proud of yourself. Even if the magazine were not of such high 
value as it is ... 91 issues is a lot of paper, a lot of ink and more 
sweat. 


Well, take care of yourself. You can't change all of the world at 
once. To run yourself into the ground becuase of ill health, accident, 
etc., would be a great loss to a great number of people, more than 
now realize it. 


Regards, 


L.K.-MN. 


Editors Note: The following two letters should be of interest to readers 
so I reproduce them here. Since they were written person to person 
and not originally intended for publication, I have deleted the names 
of the writers and the recipient. Suffice it to say that the first one is 
from one FP to another in an attempt to help in a domestic crisis. The 
second letter is fromt he first FP’s wife to the second FP's wife in a 
further woman to woman effort to help. Perhaps printing them here 
will be of help to some of you or your wives. 


Dee aS 

I am sorry I did not answer sooner, but I thought I better do it right 
than fast, that is I wanted to give my wife time to write her part and 
not push her. 


I hope that the few lines might be of some help. I am lucky indeed 
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to have an understanding wife. She is a lot younger tham I am and 
the modern generation seems to be much more open-minded. She has 
a minor in Psychology which helps but mostly she just does not think 
it is a big deal. We are husband and wife but also buddys. I do a lot 
of sewing, some for her, do half of the work around the house which 
includes the cooking, washing, etc. We share all the word no matter if 
masculine orfeminine. We recently built about 85 percent of the house 
we live in having bought a small cottage which we turned into a 
handsome two-story home. This involved cement and carpenter work 
of which she did as much as I but after the work is finished we curl up 
in our nylon nightgowns (matching) and do each others nails or hair, 
embroider or whatever. 


I might give the wrong impression about my wife when I say she is 
as handy with a saw as she is with cooking. She is very feminine, tall 
and slim and very pretty and very well groomed at all times, but she 
feels that the individual differences between male and female belong 
to the middle ages. 


I am very masculine in what I do and I thank that the urge to be a 
part-time girl has a lot to do with it. Very early I realized that I was 
not like other boys, that Ilike feminine things, so in order to fight it I 
went the other way. I am a Chief of a fire department. I break horses 
in my days off which are many because of the 24-hour shift at the 
F.D. I am probably the only fellow in this area that still breaks horses 
the fast and. rough way to the tune of 32 broken bones. I have 
rodeoed for many years and still do some in the summer. I have found 
that I need both things to be happy and happy I am. 


Iam 43 years old but have been active all of my life, watch my diet 
and take care of my body which makes me slim and trim. I am 5-foot 
8'2-inches tall and weigh 145 pounds. Add to that several thousands 
of dollars worth of plastic surgery and electrolysis, face peels and I 
look when dressed in my late 20's which is what my wife is and early 
30's when not dressed. As a girl I am very feminine and love all 
feminine things. 


If you should be in the neighborhood, please look us up. In the 
mean time best of luck and if you need anything else let me know. 


Yours truly, 


Bias taal sept} 
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Dear Lady: 


I don't think that there are too many women who if it were in their 
power to change their husbands, to take the urge to dress out of them 
would not do so. But if this change would mean that all of the things 
we like about our husbands that are in some way connected or 
motivated by TVism, I am sure many of us would have second 
thoughts. ’ 


I have found a very loving and gentle husband who is very help- 
ful around the house, be it cooking or house cleaning, who is very 
knowledgeable in fashion and a very good friend as well as a 
husband. 


I believe that because of his dressing urges I receive a certain 
amount of benefits. He looks, when he dresses, like a pretty girl and 
after all it is only a temporary change of looks not much different 
from a Shriner or a Moose or whatever who dresses up in strange 
costumes complete with secret handshakes. I do not feel that my 
femininity is threatened by my husband’s hobby, on the contrary, I 
feel a little flattered. 


Ours is a good marriage and part of the reason is that my husband is 


this way he is, whatever it might be that makes him so, and I am 
thankful. 


I think you will find the more understanding you have for your 
husband, the more he will have for you, and your relationship cannot 
help but improve with that! 


Best wishes, 
Mary Ann 
Dear Virginia: 

Enclosed please find my completed Proof of Purchase form and 
please accept this note as my request for an application for member- 
ship in the Tri Sigma Sorority. I am thrilled with this opportunity to 
become a member. 


I read Understanding Cross Dressing. I read it several times, and 
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will read it again, several times. It is my wish that everyone, FPs, 
families, friends, and just plain people would read it. It would stop so 
much heartbreak for so many people, those actively engaged as well 
as those on the fringes. Thanks for writing it, but why didn’t you get it 
to me sooner? 


Now, relative to Transvestia, I cannot remember when I have en- 
joyed a publication as much as I have enjoyed the four copies which 
you sent me. They were great. Now, please send me copies number 
52, 88, 89, either to keep or rent. Enclosed please find my check. 


Jim 


Dear Virginia: 


I have just finished reading your book, Understanding Cross 
Dressing. WOW!! I feel that you got inside my head and pulled to- 
gether all the thoughts that have been running around there for years. 
You have also given me some new slants on the whole business of 
being an FP. My wife of nearly 19 years and I have been going 
around and around on this subject all of our married life and it has 
caused much grief. We are presently in great turmoil—largely 
because of many unresolved sexual problems that stem from my FP 
tendencies. She is now reading your book—of her own volition, and I 
am hoping that it may give her some insights that will help our rela- 
tionship. Since I am now also going through the mid-life crisis, it will 
take a great deal of work to get these things all resolved, but your 
book will certainly be of great help. I am also working with a great 
therapist who helps tie things together. Hopefully, I will be able to 
integrate “the girl within’ with my male personality, for my wife 
seems to like the sensitivity that I display in that space, but it doesn't 
carry over to the male side. 


Roger—N.Y. 
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“He kept insisting that if he 
was caught wearing a dress, 
he should go to a women's prison.” 


“Ah, Watson, 

my dear fellow— 
you've penetrated 
my disguise!” 


oe Bs ARTICLE 


RACHEL’S RAMBLINGS 


Rachel GA-12-E -— Ee SCS 


Hey girls, have you tried sewing? It's not as easy as it looks, and 
takes a bit of time, but it’s lotsa fun, and there are side benefits. After 
I picked my hysterical laughing, choking children off the floor, I 
cranked out some terrible creations and finally some really good 
skirts for Kathy (my wife). Now it's the kids who are wantin’ something 
made for them. 


Kathy now has a beautiful ultra-sexy wrap-and-tie type evening 
gown she says she will wear bra-less (I hope) to our neighborhood 
holiday party. I'm going as her macho husband in my finest male 
clothes. (Why not if you have a wife as lovely as mine? Anyway I'll 
get my chance at it also.) The entire cost was $16 in sexy black 
Qiana nylon and was finished in only an hour (less cutting). It also 
fits me in several wraps without falsies and several others in a halter 
bra with falsies. 


One look through the Simplicity or McCalls book at all those lovely 
feminine clothes in all those modem sheer and sexy fabrics will con- 
vince you to try. It's a good way to get a size 12 dress with a size 16 
waist, alter store bought clothes or get longer sleeves in a nice 
blouse. You can modify a basic slack, skirt, dress or blouse pattern to 
fit you perfectly and use your creative genius to add decorations. Get 
Simplicity’s How to Sew book with a whole flock of shortcuts. 


75 


JRansvestia 


It occurs to me that any woman who sews and can follow a pattern, 
given the proper tools, could tear my Chevy apart and put it back 
together. How illogical this gender game? Acceptable for a tailor to 
be a professional, unacceptable for a husband to sew a dress. Poppy- 
cock! I just charged into the fabric store, dawdled, selected, looked 
over pattern books, had a ball. On the outside I was my boyself; on 
the inside I was Rachel, complete with panties and stockings. 


I told the proprietress I was “venting my feminine side.” She was 
enthused for me and very helpful. On several occasions, customers 
who have stopped to talk to me, are amused and encouraging. One 
store owner said, “The pattern, fabric and sewing machine companies 
would like to get more men interested in sewing. At a recent sewing 
contest, all the men who entered received some sort of prize.” Sewing 
has put Rachel in a semi-feminine, semi-acceptable process of 
shopping in fabric stores and has built my confidence. By admitting, 
in small steps, my feminine side to people who don't know, I am 
slowly building my faith in people, so I can as Rachel buy the more 
difficult items such as shoes and wigs. Small steps towards femininity 
are fun and rewarding. 


Give it a try girls. All it takes is immunity to some laughter, per- 
sistance, a little time (?), and a desire for a little feminine fun. You 
might like it. 


“I wrote home and told my 
parents that I married a local TV 
personality, but now that they're 
coming here we'll have to explain 
what the TV stands for.” 


Gel par aner aee 


BOOK REVIEW 


Men's Liberation by Jack Nichols. Penguin Books, New York, 1975. 


FPs come in all sizes, all degrees of education and all degrees of 
intellectual curiosity and interest. Thus the same thing does not 
appeal to everybody but the one thing all FPs have in common is the 
fact of their maleness. As such they should all be concerned with the 
problems of being men in this society. I have often pointed out that 
FPs were in the vanguard of men’s Liberation because they have met 
and learned to deal in some degree with their own feminine side. 
Naturally enough being of the FP persuasion myself and writing in a 
magazine devoted to their interests my comments have largely dealt 
with the masculine-feminine conflict as it manifests itself among cross 
dressers. I think my comments have been valid and important in 
helping FPs as such understand themselves better. However Jack 
Nochols in this book goes much further because he addresses himself 
to the general problem rather than to the specific, that is, to all men 
not just to those of us who have discovered cross dressing as a “way 
out.” 


I met Jack on my trip to New York last October. He is now the 
Editor of the magazine Together, which was formerly Sexology. We 
had lunch together, he brought me a copy of his book. We had a 
marvelous couple of hours together and both of us felt reluctant to 
break if off—he to go back to work and me to go to other appoint- 
ments. If I had never met Jack in person I would have been impressed 
with the book, but having met the author and read the book I am 
almost overwhelmed. Seldom have I read a book that has so much to 
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say on such an important subject. Many books have a lot of heady 
wine in them, but it becomes available only every so often during the 
book, there being a lot of connective tissues and filler between the 
vital points. Somehow, Jack has managed to say something impor- 
tant on almost every page of this over 300-page paper back. Seldom 
has one person said so much to so many. If you have any intellec- 
tual pretensions whatsoever and if you are really curious as to what 
makes men tick (yourself included) and what barriers to real fulfill- 
ment in life surrounds men all the time, then for heavens sake, spend 
the $2.50 price and buy this book. I'd almost say that if you are going 
to read only one book in 1978, let it be this one. That's pretty strong 
coming from me, but I want you to know that I am really impressed. 


Those who read and found particular interest and value in my 
Virgin View articles in Tvia #90, about the left and right brain, will 
understand one of the reasons I am so impressed with this book. In 
chapter after chapter there are confirmations and elaborations of 
what I was writing about in TVia. Naturally that was one of the 
reasons Jack and I hit it off so well, we are tuned to that same wave 
length in many areas. Please don't think, however, that I am 
recommending this book to you solely because I find it compatible 
with my own ideas. That is true enough but the book is much broader 
than that and has gone into all kinds of areas that I have never been 
concerned enough about to dea! with. But you are all males and men 
and you have many aspects and interests in your lives than just those 
involved in your feminine expression. It is in these areas that I feel 
you will find much of help and value in Jack's book. 


There are 21 chapters in the book and I'm not going to itemize 
them all but to give you some idea of the range here are some of 
them: Intellect, Feeling, Intuition, Mind, Competition, Dominance, 
Size and Status, Fatherhood, Friendship and 11 more. The author has, 
as you can see, even from half the chapters, gone into about all the 
nooks and crannies of being a man in 20th century America, and 
gone into them with a depth and perception that very few others 
have. Oh, this is not the first book on men’s problems and lives, nor is 
it the only important one. Several years ago I believe I reviewed 
Myron Brenton's book, The American Male, and about a year ago I 
wrote up Herb Goldberg's The Hazards of Being Male. Both of these 
were and are both interesting and valuable and I recommend them 
both to you if you haven't read them. But Jack's book seems 
somehow more complete and more all encompassing than the others. 
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They will all make you think and give you insights into just what kind 

‘of a prisoner you are in what kind of a prison. It’s just that I think 
Men's Liberation is a better guide book on how to escape. You are all 
interested in that since you have in various degrees devised your own 
partial escape through getting acquainted with your girl within. This 
is something like these work furlough sentences judges sometimes 
meet out where the individual leaves prison every day to go to work 
and then returns to his cell everynight. In a left-handed and reverse 
way, the prison cell is a kind of escape from the real world, but the 
prisoner has to be able to deal with the rules and regulations of the 
special kind of prison the real world is. We, as FPs can get away from 
the real world in out femme selves, but come tomorrow, we have to be 
back at the old 9 to 5 job and thus back into the 9 to 5 prison. People 
need to learn other ways of dealing with the world so that they can 
be joyful participants in it and not unhappy victims of it. In short, 
there have to be and are other ways of dealing with the problem than 
the femm-escape route. Jack points out many of these in his book and 
that is why I recommend it to you highly. 


It occurs to me as something of an afterthought resulting from my 
proof reading of my Virgin Views column in this issue that getting 
your wife to read Men‘s Liberation might very well be a good piece of 
groundwork towards getting her to understand your cross dressing as 
an escape route. The trouble is that women being the peasants of this 
society and regarding men as the nobles, look upward to the castle 
on the mountain in which the nobles live as embodying many of the 
better things in life which have heretofore been denied to them. Thus 
while they see their own emancipation as good and desireable, they 
have no way of recognizing that the people that live in the castle are 
as much prisoners of the mountain top as they have been prisoners in 
the valley. Reading this book might make them a bit more receptive to 
the idea that men really do need some liberation and that maybe life 
in the castle on the bleak and forbidding slopes of the mountain may 
not be so great after all. Maybe daisies and buttercups, apples and 
oranges and sun drenched meadows might have a special appeal to 
those forced to live among the wind, snow and barren rock of 
mountain peaks. Thus they might—just might—be more receptive to 
your needs. Try it, educating them (and yourself) to the real nature of 
masculinity in our society couldn't hurt. 


—— ee Fe 
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OO By Virginia Prince, Ph.D. 


It is always fascinating to me how people can fool themselves with 
words or with rationalizations that help them to mold the world the 
way they want it. Not really mold it in fact but to mold it within their 
own view of it. Unfortunately, there are always a lot of others around 
who are pretty good at doing the same thing so that they buy some- 
one else’s fantasy thus reinforcing it. 


This bit of philosophy is brought on by a letter I received a few 
months ago. I had received a letter of inquiry about Transvestia and 
Tri Sigma by someone who indicated that he was contemplating 
surgical sex reassignment. There was something about the letter that 
induced me to write a letter of reply instead of just sending him the 
information requested. Among other things, I went into some detail 
about the matter of surgery and made mention that those who seek 
surgery come either from the gay side of things or are heterosexuals 
who ought to realize that their desire to be women did not require 
them to become female. Anyway, from that inauspicious beginning I 
received the following letter. While the writer will probably never see 
Transvestia in view of his reply, I will still print the letter anonymous- 
ly ok 


Dear Friend: 


I am sorry I have to disagree strongly on what you wrote to me. 
Transsexuals (me, personally) are NOT gay or homosexuals. They 
have the mind of a woman, and think and want to satisfy a man like a 
woman does. THEY ARE NOT GAY! We can’t emphasize this enough. 
I am thinking of getting just the hole so I can be happy. I won't 
change any other physical characteristics (breasts, hair, skin, etc.)__ 


80 


JRANSVESTIA 


81 


JRansvestia 


Please try to understand this. NO cop out and I am not joining, Gay 
Liberation. Just had to say this. 


Joe 


Can you believe that? How do you manage to NOT be homosexual 
when you want a hole so that you “can satisfy a man the way a 
woman does’? It would appear that the answer lies in the second 
clause—“the way a woman does.” Since the way a woman “does it” is 
vaginally it must be in contradistinction to the way gay men “do it,” 
namely orally or anally. “I am thinking of getting just the hole so I 
can be happy.” Paraphrased that means that “I want a man but I 
want him in the orthodox way.” You see this writer hasn't the slightest 
idea of the difference between being a female (the hole as he puts it) 
and being a woman—the social, behavioral, personal person. 


But the principle point he misses—and one which great numbers of 
others miss, too, probably including some of you who will be reading 
these words—is that homosexuality exists in the head before it is 
manifested by what is done with the genitals. If you are a chromo- 
somal male (with or without a penis and testicles and you yearn for 
an orgasmic relationship with another person who is also a chromo- 
somal male, that is a homosexual orientation whether or not you ever 
get around to putting it in practice or not. It is sad that people think 
of homosexuality as being solely a genital matter—after all, you have 
to think about anything in your head before the body gets instruc- 
tions to act. 


It is this failure to understand the reality of the difference between 
sex and gender that leads a lot of people into surgery because it 
enables them to deal with the whole idea of a sexual experience with 
another male without feeling guilty about it. While I am all in favor of 
learning how to handle guilt, it just seems to me that surgery is an 
awiully dangerous, painful and expensive method of doing it. 
Wouldn't it be much simpler to just face the truth honestly and 
openly? ... I think I'd like to have a sexual experience with another 
man! Well, O.K. if that’s what you want, O.K., go out and have it. 
Accept that as your nature and don't feel badly about it. Gays have 
as much right to exist in the world as straights. But to go and get 
yourself all cut up, go through some monumental pain and pay a big 
medical bill just so you can say “I'm not gay, see, I have a hole 
between my legs so it’s all right for me to make it with a male!” 
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I print this particular letter because it is so confused, illogical and 
ridiculous in its assertions—yet these types of statements are made 
all the time by those seeking or having had surgery—that perhaps 
the absurdity of such points of view might get into the heads of some 
readers who may be toying with the surgical trip. If they did it might 
serve to make them reconsider it all and if it does—for even one—this 
little piece of mine will have served a worthy purpose. 


——— ee S— 8 


“Your the gentleman of the house?” 
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FANTASY ON A SPRING DAY 


Ree Barbara Bowser 


On a temperate day in early spring 
With puffy clouds in a cheerful sky, 

I stroll beside a river bank 

While breezes toss the willow boughs. 


I'm relaxed, yet feeling incomplete 

For I sense there's a shell restricting me, 
And hiding my totality. 

The willows part, and I see ahead 

A clearing washed by the gentle sun. 


I seat myself on a marble bench 

And let my thoughts detach themselves. 
But now, from behind I hear a tone 

Like tinkling glass in a swaying breeze; 
Like a thousand tiny sonorities. 

I turn to see; I’m overwhelmed 


By a tangible vision, a living dream— 
There's a boudoir within this verdant glade! 
I arise and advance, and stare with awe 

At this prize of desire so strangely appeared. 


There are no others to interfere 

And I know this feminine nest is mine. 

I quickly discard my dull, male garb 

And enter a sculptured, polished tub 
Where I bathe with soft and scented soap. 
Now a mirrored closet receives my regard 
Where feminine things are invitingly hung. 
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They beckon me to wear and feel, 

And how could I think to deny myself? 
Lacy foundations stretch over my form, 
Then sheer, taut hose are gartered in place. 
I crown my head with flowing hair 

And touch my face with sweet toiletries. 


Into a summer-soft dress I slip 

While pastel heels now style my feet. 

I clip and hang some sparkling jewels 

And my costume is done, I've become a girl! 


In the mirror I gaze at my transformed self, 
I'm happy. I feel. And freedom is mine! 

Oh, now do I feel the day is right. 

Now do I feel complete and content. 

I'm carried aloft with total delight 

As I take up my purse with a sigh of joy, 
And resume my walk by the rippling shore. 


ae 


“Frankly, Brother Dominick, 
your case appears to be without 
precedent, but it seems 
unlikely you can remain a monk.” 
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SEX AND CROSS DRESSING 


Ee 


At various times I have been scolded by various readings for 
avoiding the subject of sex in regard to cross dressing. I haven't done 
so with any malicious intent of attempt to sweep the matter under the 
rug but only because there always seemed to be more important 
things to talk about. However it seems the subject is a matter of some 
concern to several who have written about it and that would probably 
indicate that a much larger group who have not taken the trouble to 
write are nevertheless equally interested in it. So let's examine the 
situation. 


Sexual activity for anyone can be divided into juvenile and adult 
forms. By juvenile I am referring to pre-adolescent masturbatory 
activities and adult would include post-adolescent masturbation and 
for interpersonal] sexual activities. Let's take them one at a time. 


Most all male children learn about masturbation early because 
they can't overlook that strange behavior of the little dangly thing 
between their legs. Most of the time it is soft, floppy and tiny but once 
in a while it gets it into its “head” to stand up straight and strong. In 
trying to find out what is going on the little boy discovers that 
touching it is strangely pleasant to do. Since anyone will repeat 
anything that is pleasant and avoid anything that is painful, he 
naturally repeats the experience with increasing frequency as he gets 
older. Of course there are exceptions to every rule so there are a few 
—a very few—boys who never get acquainted with this fascinating 
pastime but we are not concerned with the exceptions, but with the 
vast majority. Moder psychologists recognize that masturbation is a 
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practically universal experience for males and while not quite so 
pervasive in females, it is pretty common with them, too. But we are 
concemed here with males only, so we'll let the little GGs go. Now 
pretty obviously any little boy learning about this bodily pleasure 
before adolescence is hardly likely for forget it after adolescence 
though if he is fortunate enouch to get all the sexual outlet he needs 
in other ways his practice of masturbation may be minimal. 


The third manifestation of sex (for heterosexual males and they are 
the only ones we are talking about) is intercourse with a female. That 
is an ambition of most adult males and is achieved in varying 
degrees of frequency and satisfaction. It isn't necessary to go into any 
details about this however. 


Now what has all this interesting diversion got to do with cross 
dressing you may be asking? Well, the reason for mentioning sex 
experiences by themselves is to indicate that these activities during 
the pre and post-adolescent periods go on whether the individual 
cross dresses or not and certainly don’t go on solely because of cross 
dressing. So what is the relationship between the two activities? 


The simplest relationship is a fetishitic one to use a psychiatric 
term. In this situation, a young male has made an erotic attachment 
between some article(s) of clothing or some type of material such as 
satin, velvet, rubber, leather, etc. Thus handling, wearing, smelling or 
otherwise using the fetish item can greatly increase the sexual satis- 
faction whether obtained by masturbation or vaginal intercourse. For 
most fetishists this situation lasts throughout their sexual lives. The 
most classic condition of course is that of the individual who cannot 
get an erection at all unless he has his fetish object available. 
Common items of feminine attire that can become fetishes are, high 
heeled shoes, panties, bras and girdles. There are a few individuals 
whom we some years ago came to identify as ‘WGFs” which stand for 
“whole girl fetishists.” These persons gradually expand their interest 
from one or two items of feminine apparel to everything—from hair to 
heels. When they get fully dressed they may stay home or they may 
go out on the town, but sometime during the event they indulge in a 
sexual climax. When such types get to that point in life where sexual 
activities and interest disappear, their interest in dressing also 
disappears—often much to their surprise—because it is sustained 
basically by the sexual experience and has insufficient appeal all by 
itself. 
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Now all of us start with some item of clothing, we all have 
something that particularly turns us on and most commonly it is shoes 
or lingerie of some type. I have, however, met one person who started 
with bobby pins and another with lipstick. The point is, however, that 
the tranvestite at this stage starts with something and over time 
gradually adds the rest of the costume. At that point there are two 
possible routes to travel. If he begins to feel that one of the principle 
functions and abilities of women is to be able to have erotic experi- 
ences with males, and deciding that the person he sees in the mirror 
all dressed up in feminine finery must therefore BE a woman, he may 
decide to explore this aspect of what he considers womanhood and 
have some sort of sexual experience with a male. If this goes on after 
one or two experiences the individual is off and running on the path 
of the homosexual drag queen cross dresser. Of course, such people 
can start at the other end too. That is a boy or young man may 
already be well into his gay life when as a “camp” at a gay party or 
at the behest of his (usually older and more experienced) boy friend, 
gets all dressed up as a girl. This may serve to take a lot of the guilt 
out of the sexual association on the grounds that the two are a man 
and woman making love and as that is socially acceptable there is no 
need to feel uncomfortable about it. In either case the point is that 
associating cross dressing with sex experiences with another male 
(whether he knows the true sex of his “girl partner or not is im- 
material) in the homosexual lifestyle. 


The second route that can open up to the full cross dresser is to 
make the discovery that there is something more to this dressing thing 
than just masturbatory sex. This discovery is usually made when the 
individual for some reason decided to leave the clothes on AFTER the 
orgasmic release has taken place. Prior to climax the pleasure and 
excitement are entirely erotic, but when that has been released and 
reduced by orgasm eroticism is at a low ebb. If, however, the clothes 
are left on for a half hour or more the individual may find that, “Gee, 
it's kind of fun being a ‘girl’.” That is he begins to make acquain- 
tance with his ‘girl within.’ Since this too is a pleasure it will tend to 
be repeated on subsequent occasions until the individual finds that 
sex or no sex dressing has a lot of reward and satisfaction connected 
with it. It is this transition that changes the person from a transves- 
tite—one who cross dresses—a TV for short to an FP—a femmiphile 
—one who is a lover of the feminine. 
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Now let's back up a bit to where the individual is in the early 
stages of dressing. We have already noted that most boys masturbate 
anyway but those who do it while dressed have simply found that 
there are a lot of ways of increasing sexual excitement. One can flip 
the pages of Playboy, goto a so-called “dirty” movie (or watch a reel 
of sexy movies at home), or peek into a girl's bedroom watching her 
dress or undress or finally to handle and wear those items of attire 
which are, so to speak, saturated with femininity. The most common 
items as mentioned above are those items of clothing that are MOST 
unlike anything a boy or man would wear. High heels, panties, bras, 
girdles or even lipstick are very unmasculine and therefore carry a 
high feminine “charge” and add markedly to the level or erotic 
excitement. Dresses on the other hand, being circular garments are 
not too different from an overcoat or bathrobe worn by men; a skirt is 
pretty much the same thing as a bathtowel worn around the waist at 
the beach or swimming pool; a blouse is just a pretty shirt with the 
buttons on the other side, etc. So it shouldn't come as any surprise to 
anyone, the TV, his wife or his favorite shrink that these highly 
erotically charged items add to the males’ sexual excitement. So, 
since we have seen that masturbation is well nigh universal among 
young males anyway, TVs or FPs whould have no reason to feel 
unusual, bad, sinful, guilty or whatever, that they are sexually 
aroused by feminine apparel. There are very few who have not been. 


Finally comes the relationship between sex, cross dressing and a 
female partner. There is a big conflict here usually and largely due 
to misunderstanding and insecurity on the wife's part (or girl friend's). 
She tends to think of the femininely dressed (wholly or partly) male as 
being homosexual or mentally ill and thus rejecting his desires. Or 
conversely, they may feel that he is competing with them and 
stealing their thunder; or that they are not enough of a stimulus them- 
elves and he is having to supplement it with the clothing, or finally 
that is makes them “feel like a lesbian.” All such attitudes on the 
females’ part are based (a) on ignorance or misinformation and (b) on 
a lack of concern for the husband's pleasure. 


The inconsistency of calling a man a homosexual because he wants 
to have penile-vaginal intercourse with a female while he is wearing 
a nightgown and a bra for example is lost on them entirely. Fears of 
competition or of being inadequate themselves are wrong because 
they just don’t see what the male is actually trying to do, namely 
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become part of them and of their world in a more intense way than 
just using their vagina as a place to masturbate in—which vulgar as 
that may sound is about what intercourse consists of for a great many 
men. If the FP didn’t think that there was something pretty good and 
worthwhile in the condition of womanliness, why would he seek to 
emulate it? The wife or girl friend has been so thoroughly socialized 
into the male equals man versus the female equals woman dichotomy 
that they can't believe that there is some of each in the other and that 
the males expressing his femininity this way is not too different from 
women who learn to repair automobiles, become race drivers, take 
jobs as telephone line (wo)men or corporation presidents and thereby 
escape from the limitations of the classical femininity to express some 
some of the masculinity. Sach women have been so brainwashed by 
the masculine mystique that they consider that men are truly the 
superior sex (gender) and that it is appropriate for women to try to be 
liberated from their stereotyped prison so that they can express some 
of their masculinity but that men degrade themselves from their lofty 
position by taking on any feminine behaviors or interests. 


It is too bad that they cannot understand that an FP husband who 
wants to wear a nightie or stockings or whatever when making love 
is still the same male body that she married, but that because of the 
extra erotic excitement that the nightie will provide she may well 
find that not only does he have a longer and more intense erotic ex- 
perience, but that she of necessity could too if she didn't let her 
mental misconceptions inhibit it. It generally follows that ‘the more 
aroused the male is the better the experience for the female, 
providing, of course, that he is not one of the “wham, bam, thank you, 
ma‘am” types who cares only about his own pleasure. That, however, 
is not too likely among FPs because they identify so easily with 
women. 


So, in summary, what I've been trying to point out is that erotic self 
stimulation is so widespread among males that it is in fact a normal 
behavior. That erotic arousal can be brought about by thoughts, 
scenes, pictures or specific articles and materials is part of the male 
sexual function. If he were not capable of such stimulation why or 
how would males get erections at all. Male animals are aroused by 
visual and olfactory stimuli when the female is sexually ready. These 
too are external stimuli. But while human males can still be visually 
stimulated their sense of smell is of no where near the sensitivity of 
animals. That he has, over the centuries found that he can be aroused 
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by anything having to do with the female from erotic thoughts to a 
pair of pink, lacy feminine panties is neither abnormal nor surprising. 
He has merely learned to extract stimuli from his environment and 
use them for erotic purposes. That this is so becomes immediately 
apparent if you can see the absurdity of handing a pair of such 
panties to an Eskimo or an African bushman who has never seen 
such an item and doesn’t know what it is for and expecting him to 
become aroused. In sort, the arousal is not inherent in that garment or 
material nor in any other. It resides solely in the head of the male and 
is there only because the item is intimately associated with females in 
our culture. 


TVs who are aroused by feminine garments (and very few are not at 
one time or another) need not berate themselves nor think that there 
is something wrong or abnormal about themselves. They are 
behaving in predictable ways and have LOTS of company. Those who 
carry the early experience over into marriage are not very unusual 
either. Practically no married male much as he may love his wife, 
fails to utilize masturbation as a means of sexual release when 
deprived of the company of his wife (or other females) for a couple of 
weeks or more. That is the earlier pattern remains available and 
usable all the time, it is merely superceded by the greater pleasures 
of a sexual experience with another person. Since females from 
animals through humans are basically in the receptive role, that is 
they don’t have to do anything but be available and permit pene- 
tration, they are not as easily aroused by external sfimuli. Only in the 
last few years have we discovered that females can learn to be 
aroused by pictures, scenes and fantasies. But because of their long 
history of passive receptivity they don’t understand the arousal 
phenomenon and because of their social conditioning regard the 
world as sexually black and white with no overlap. Everyone is either 
a male or female and thus masculine or feminine, and behavior-wise, 
is either hetero or homo sexual. 


Then, when hubby wants to come to bed in a feminine nightgown 
he trips over both of these misconceptions. (1) he, as a man, is doing a 
feminine thing and (2) if he appears as a woman to any degree that 
makes him a female (since woman and female are considered 
synonymous) and that in turn makes the relationship one of female 
homosexuality, i.e. lesbian, and that upsets the wife. This is a very 
primitive and erroneous way of looking at the whole matter of sex, 
gender and sexual interaction, but it is what the culture teaches and 
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unfortunately too many women have learned their lessons too well. 
Any hope of changing such concepts lies in slow, lengthy and 
probably repeated, open, on-the-table discussions of just what male- 
man, female-woman, masculine and feminine mean. Once the 
terminology can be “de-bugged"” maybe the brain can be “de- 
briefed” and a wife might come to see what the dressing experience 
means to the husband and not be so concerned with what it means to 
her. One certainly won't get there by brief arguments, demands or 
pleadings. Only by an open, frank and in depth examination of sex, 
gender and behavior is it likely to occur—and not in a week's time 
either. It will take time for a wifer to work her way up from an“F” toa 
“B" let alone to an “A”. Help, patience, understanding of her position 
and real love between the two will be essential. 


eS 
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SOCIETY FOR THE SECOND SELF 
TRI SIGMA SORORITY 


Many of those who read TVia are already members of Tri Sigma. But there 
are many others who are not and many of these may not redlize there is a 
group such as Tri Sigma. So this is just by way oi letting any of you who have 
not become aware of its existence or who have been putting off joining it, that 
now is the time to become aware and to join. 


Since the sorority is limited to what we term “uncomplicated heterosexual 
cross dressers” it is necessary to have some method of separating those who. 
are eligible from the rest. We largely let the individual do this themselves by 
exposing them to what we are and letting them find out for themselves if they 
don’t fit. This is the real reason why the Understanding Cross Dressing book 
was written in the first place. Either by reading that book or by reading three 
of TVia an individual can get a good idea of what kind of people he will find 
in the sorority and whether he is enough like them that he would enjoy 
belonging. So this is the first step to membership. After having bought and 
read the three issues of TVia (from Chevalier—so I can be sure that they 
really were read) or the Understanding book, a request for the application 
forms may be made and they will be sent. 1 hope many of you who are not 
presently members will decide to join up. 


We publish an annual Directory which is updated quarterly and a bi- 
monthly newsletter called the Femme Mirror. We have chapters in a number 
a number of larger cities and several more in the process of formation. Even if 
you don't live in the middle of a cluster of fellow FPs, you can still correspond 
wit them by using the Directory to select people of your own age or interests 
and writing through the mail forwarding service. You may not be able to go 
public, but you can share with others either at meetings or by 
correspondence. So how about it? 
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PRICE LIST 


TRANSVESTIA ... A magazine written by, for and about men with 
a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Per Copy, Issues 63 and after are available (except 65, 71) ..... $6 
AnnualiSubseription tog. burs ch edt baa clink wh wcmal batuoee $36 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE ... A discussion from both 
points of view. Includes many letters from understanding wives. 
Written simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, others to _ 
understand: ...icsss Eng wastrace fies WeDo tee Pe eh chan $5.00 


HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE... A complete guide for 
the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body alteration, 
clothing, jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour pattems, public 
conduct, legal aspects and change of status. ................. $8 


UNDERSTANDING CROSS DRESSING ... The only book every pub- 
lished which examines the subject of cross dressing in depth, its pos- 
sible causes, its problems and its satisfactions. An understandable 
explanation for both cross dressers and interested outsiders . . . $6.50 


TALES FROM PINK MIRROR ... This book was not published by 
Chevalier, but is available to readers. It is a long story, profusely 


illustrated about a boy's conversion to a girl in a special school. .... 
Illus. $4.50 


THE BIRTH OF BARBARA ... Paul and Amy's marriage was falling 
apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul eventually becomes 
Barbara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, the clothes. They 
live happily as sisters with Amy earning the living and Barbara the 
ROWSE WME c cid «acc suavskelé ds-akordlasmgeths Cato ately Cee Nlus. $5.50 
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I AM A MALE ACTRESS ... Reporter impersonates a star, makes a 
hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, they live 
asisistorsyeity. hick ae urd ekki qastietar yet >: «4 MRR Illus. $5.50 


THE TURNABOUT PARTY ... A neighborhood turnabout party with 
a valuable prize leads George's wife to decide they MUST win. She 
converts George to Sally and they do and find a lot of new FP friends 
od, o Linwtee a wet rate oo TOR PE Rte s oa Mllus. $5.50 


IF YOU CANT LICK ‘EM, JOIN ‘EM ... A high school boy finds 
himself outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a penalty, required 
to maintain role by sisters, joins a sorority. Accepted by his family 
he gets job, meets girl, falls in love, reveals. all, they become en- 
gaged. In two parts. 


PARTI DOWNTODEFEAT............+++04% Illus. $4.50 
PARTII MARILYN MAKESIT ................ Illus. $4.50 


SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE ... Two young boy cousins 
become girls, attend girls’ school to work with British Secret Service, 
which leads to many adventures as girls. ............. Illus. $4.50 


HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS ... Steven gets fed up with his 
wife's borrowing his things, decides to show her how it is and borrows 
hers. Neither will give up and things progress until Steven becomes 
Stephanie... and stays that way. ...........0..e eee eeuee $3.50 


Issues 20 and 51 are available at a special close-out price, but 
50 cents postage is required. ..............00 eee Per copy $2.50 


A number of issues other than those listed above have been re- 
purchased from subscribers. These may be bought, when available, 
for $6 each. If we don't have the issue you need, put a hold on it— 
first come, first served—and we will ship when it is available. 


RENTAL COPIES 


We have retained a lending library of three copies of all issues 
of TRANSVESTIA. They may be rented for $6 per copy, $3 of which 


is a deposit and will be refunded or applied to something else upon 


returning the rented copy. This way you can read every issue from 
No. 1. 
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TO HELP WITH POSTAGE, PLEASE ADD 10% TO ALL ORDERS. 


MERCHANDISE 


M2 JELLY KIT, FOR INSERTS: Consists of two chemicals— 
one liquid, the other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in 
water overnight and injected into the inserts, followed by the liquid 
and enough water to fill them properly, a soft, non-flowing jelly 
results. This may be colored to skin tones with liquid makeup. The 
jelly-filled inserts give the breasts a natural softness and weight. 
Worn in an elastic strap bra they bounce and flow as one walks just 
like a natural breast. Full instructions provided, also suggestions for 
PFOGUCINGs CIOAVAGO. nn nie feces Hsien change, Mol 0 ale, ae a og JELLY KIT $6 


M4 REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring special bra 
sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own, the inserts can- 
be obtained separately. ................. INSERTS, PER PAIR $6 


M8 MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring-a larger bust, it is 
possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement 
after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than the regular type 
and have an extended part that fits under the arm where the lymph 
glands have been removed by surgery. This provides fullness in this 
area that no ordinary falsies of any type can give, thus being more 
natural on a larger figure. ..°............. INSERTS, PER PAIR $6 


NOTE: M9, M10, and M11 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. They 
are supplied to you as “blanks.” That is, they are cut to size and 
shape but are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed to final 
smoothness and shape by the user. This may be done with any sharp 
scissors. To supply the items in finished smooth condition would 
require much more time and consequently a much higher price and 
they might still not exactly fit the needs of the purchasers. 


MS “PHANTOM PHANNY”: Two separate shield-shaped plastic 
foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the buttocks 
cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s derriere to more 
feminine proportions. They are washable, comfortable and undetect- 
able: One'sizeionly... 0.50. 000202 0000 08 eos PER PAIR, $5.50 
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M9 HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic cut into 
approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. Since the 
exact shape and size desired will vary, they are intentionally left in a 
rough finished condition to be further shaped, trimmed and smoothed 
to the desired contour by the wearer. Easily cut with scissors. When 
worn under a girdle, they add about an inch of “hip” on each side. 
' These are “wrap-around” pads, not just a narrow piece of foam worm 
over the hip. Under a girdle with the front pad (which they are 
designed to match with) they give an entirely feminine and smooth 
POE OME peck pry Los, vars se Se ee PER PAIR, $7 


M10 FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T’-shaped foam pad pre- 
shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold 
the male organs up against the stomach. Rough finished to allow for 
further trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use 
of this pad will give the “flat-front” look so much desired without 
binding and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back between 
the legs and fills this area when wom under a pantie and girdle or a 
pantie girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. Wear with a lubri- 
cated sheath for greatest comfort. ............. PAD, EACH $5.00 


M11 SMALL FRONT PAD: Designed to cover the male organs when 
they are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be wom under 
bathing suits, shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth, rounded feminine 
Cx854 176) Meee tes Seay ree nara irre re ae ke ie! PAD, EACH $3.50 


All items are sold on a cash in advance basis. C.O.D. and open 
account orders can not be honored. Canadian subscribers should 
make payments in U.S. funds by postal money orders or brank drafts 
not by personal checks. 

Other foreign customers should pay by checks from their bank 
drawn on a US. corespondent bank and in US. funds. Allow extra 
money for postage and a credit slip for the excess will be returned 
with the order. Foreign postage is higher than the 10% applicable to 
domestic postage. i 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA $0036 


Publication Policy 


Transvestia is composed primarily of material submitted by its readers. Fiction, 
articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, pictures — all are welcome. 
The greater the variety of material the more interesting the magazine will be for 
all. It is published for the enjoyment of all heterosexual cross-dressers and as 
your magazine, your support is needed. Material is solicited on the following 
basis: 

1. All contributions resulting in five or more printed pages will be entitled to 
one free copy of the magazine whether that issue or any other. Such free copies 
will become payable upon publishing the material, not upon submission. There 
is no way to getermine in advance which issue a particular piece will appear in, so 
please do not ask for a free copy of the issue in which your contribution will ap- 
pear. After it has appeared you will be sent a credit slip for any issue. 

2. The editor must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suit- 
ability and the free issue payment will be based on the final printed page. Shorter 
material will simply be accepted as your contribution to the interest and enjoy- 
ment of all readers. 

3. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and stamped en- 
velope provided. 

4. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be sub- 
mitted. The editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability and to edit, 
alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed in the best interest of the maga- 
zine to do so. 


The Society for the Second Self 


This is our social organization. Application for membership in the Society (more 
informally known as Tri Sigma Sorority) may be made after fulfilling either of 
two prerequisites: a) having purchased from Chevalier Publications and read any 
five issues of Transvestia or b) purchasing and reading a copy of a special book- 
lét about the Society obtainable from the Society at the address below. Accept- 
ance into the Society is dependent upon approval of the application payment of 
dues and submission of an information form for use in making your entry in the 
Directory of Members of Tri Sigma Sorority. Admission into local groups 
generally requires an interview by some member of that group. Five or more 
members may form a group and request designation as a chapter. 


Mail Forwarding Service 


A correspondence forwarding service is maintained for members of Tri Sigma so 
that it is possible to make contact with other members near or at a distance. Con- 
tact is made by the use of code numbers assigned to members and personal se- 
curity is thus maintained. 


Ads for goods and services are accepted for publication in this magazine where 
they are appropriate. Ask for rates. 


TRI SIGMA SORORITY 
Box 36091, Los Angeles, California 90036 


CHEVALIER Copyright 


© 1977 by CHEVALIEH PUBLICATIONS 
Box,36091'* Los Angeles, California 90036 


All Rights Reserved 
j No part of this book may be. reproduced withont written‘permission 


